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* Sblood! Run for the els wie we can 


22 99 nothi till he appearg- 44 3 
I'M him in 4 than five minutes-we hall have the 


121 nn 1 tod of 


5 0 of o the Hudhence re * _ 
Oh ſus! The prompter bag milaid * prolague, 
Add we are all a mort. Ns TE : 
mak- 


f fuppoſe our friends above yonder * foon 
ing pretty ſport ! 

For — 's ſake, fulfer us to go on without 11=— Geek, 
dear firs, do! 

Twas moſt abominably dull—Zounds! There ſtands 
the writer. . Well! It's very true. 

One of our te tum ti -heroeg, was to have ſpoken it, 
who meaſures out nonſenſgby. the yard; 

And our chief hope was you'd make too 20 noiſe 
for it to be heard. 

The author had mounted on the ſtiltb of oratory and 
elocution: 

Not but he had a ſwart touch or two, about Poland, 
France, and the —the revolution; 

Telling us that Frenchman, and Poliſhman, and every 
man is our brother: 

And that all men, ay, even poor negro men, have a 
right to be free; one as well as another! 

Freedom at length, ſaid he, like a torrent is ſpread- 
ing and ſwelling, . 

To ſweep away pride, and reach the moſt miſerable 
dwelling : 

To eaſe, happineſs, art, ſcience, wit. and genius to 
give birth; 

Ay, to ſertilize a world, and renovate old earth ! 

Thus he went on, not mentioning a word about the 


play ; ; 
a2 2 For 


PROLOGUE 
For he ſays prologues _ blots, which ought to be 


wiped away; a 


A gothic practice, and, in ſpite of precedent, not. 
the better far being old 


For, if we tell any part of the po, it then becomes 
a tale twice told; 


And ſuch twice telling can rarely o once excite our 
wonder; 


Ergo, be chat ſays e is leaſt likely to blunder. 
Since therefore prologues are bad things at beſt, pray 


my good friends, 
Never mind the want of one, but tive in hopes the 
play will make amends, * _— 


f 


DRAMATTS PER SON FX. 


Mr. Dornton- — Ar; Minden, 


Harry Dornton- — Mr. Holman... he 
Mr. Sulky. — WM.. Viſſon. , 
Mr. Silk — Mr. Duck, 
Goldfinch - — Mr. Lewis. | 
Mr. Milford — Mr. Harley. 

Mr. Smith. — Mr. Powell, 

Hofer — Mr. Mac Cready. 

Sher f's Officer — Mr. T hompſon. . 

Jacob — AH. Rees. 

Waiters. 

Clerks. 

Servants. 

Poſtillions. 4 

Tradeſmen. 


Tennis Markers, c. 
Mrs. Mittocks.. 


Mrs. Warren, — 

Sophia — Mrs. Merry. 
Jenny — Mr. Harlowe. 
Mrs. Ledger — Mrs. Powell. 
Milliner. 

Manteau-maker. 


SCENE, London. . Time not twenty-four hours. 


or" 


N. B. The paſſages marked with. double commas 
are omitted. in repreſentation. 


ROAD 


\ 


- 
% 4 * 
. . x 


COME D T. 


SCENE I. The Houſe of Dornton, 
2 Mr. Dornton, alone. 


Pasr two clock and not yet returned wen, 
well !—It's my own fault !—Mr. Sthith. 


Enter Mr. Smith. 


Mr. Smith. - [v0 439.100 

Dornton, Is Mr. Sulky come in! 2 . 1:4 

Mr. Smah. No, fir. 

Dornton. Are you ſure Harry Doraton' faid he 
ſhould return to- night? 

Mr. Smith. Ves, ſir. "A 


17 


Dornton. And you don't know where he is $990 2 


Mr. Smith. He did not tell me, ſir. 
Dornten. [ Angrily] I aſk if you know ! 

Mr. Smith. I believe to Newmarket, fir. - 
Dornton. You always believe the worſt !—1'll fit 
up no longer—Tell the ſervants to go'to A 
do you hear, ſhould he apply to you for money. 

don't let ham have a guinea, 


R:. 2, Mere Bald. 


To RY F-Ne* 
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"Mr. Smith: Very well, fr. 

Dornton. I have done with him; he is henceforth 
no fon of mine! Let him ſtarve! 

Mr. Smith. He acts very improperly, fir, indeed. 

Doruton. Improperly How: ? What does he. do? 
NI Aus med. 

Mr. Smith. Sir! 

Dornton. Have you heard any thing of—— ? _ 

Mr. Smith. [Confuſed | No.— No, fir, Nothing 
Nothing, but what you yourſelf tell me. 

Dornton. Then how do you know be has acted 
improperly ?* 

Mr. Smith. He is certainly a very n 
young gentleman, ſir. 

Dornton. Good-hearted ! How dare you make 
ſuch an afſertion-? 

Mr. Smith. Sir. 

Dornton. How dare you, Mr. Smith, inſult me 
ſo? ls not his gaming notorions ; hib tseing., drive 
ing, riding, and aſſociatiag with knaves, fools, de- 
bauchees, and blaek-legs?-: 

Mr. Smith. Upon my word, "ot BE 

Deomton. But it's over! His name hast łii⸗ W 
day been ruck put of the firma Let his draſtb be 
returned. It's | ended.! LPaſfeuarely] And ob- 
ſerve, not a guinea! If you leud him any yourſelf 
I'll not pay you. Fl no longer be a fond detiug 
father! Therefore take: warning l. Take. warning, 
I ſay! Be his diſtreſs what it-will; not» anguinea ! 
Thpugh you firodk! hereafter ſec him begginꝑ . hire- 
ing in the ſtreets, not ſo much ar meter EROS hilt 


of a ſingle games! 

| . JFullgrew paſſion. 
Mr. Smith. I aal. cart to-abforee Wants 
ders, ſir. 

Dornton., Sir! [Terror] Why would van er dün 
ſtarve?— Would: yotr ſee him ſtarve anch ot le ud bun 
a Huiunea? Wand- young hr ? Would you? 

Mr. Smul. Sir Cina not; men ia obe. 
Gience to your orders! 
Dent [Amazement enll.compaſ is) And could 


any 


15 
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any orders juſtify your ſeeing. a poor 8 

youth, rejected by his father, al ndoned by his 

friends, ſtarving to deaths? * 
Mr. Smith. There is no danger of that, ſir. 

Dornton. I tell you the thing ſhall happen! He 


ſhall ſtarve to death! ¶ Horror at the per . OW > + 


never look on him more as a fon of mine; and 

very certain, when I have forſaken him all the 
world will forſake him too. Ang in tears] Yes, 
you! Heis born to be a poor wretched ontcaſt ! 

Mr. Smith. I hope, fir, he ſtill will make a fine man. 

Dornton, Will There! is not a finer, handſomer, 
nobler looking youth in the kingdom; ; no ngt in the 
world ! 

-Mr. Smith. 1 mean a worthy-good man, fr, Te 

Dornton. How can you mean any ſuch thing ? 
The company he keeps would corrupt a ſaint. 

Mr. Smith. Sir, if you wil only tell me what 

our pleaſure is, L will endeavour to af. like a faith- 
Fal ſervant. 

Dornton. I know you are a ae ſervant, Mr. 
Smith Tales his handJ. I know you” are — But 
you Lou are not a father. 

Enter Mr. Sulky, and Mr. Smith ger e 

Dornton. Well, . . have you mY apy - 
thing of him ?. 75 

Sully. Yes. 

4 Doreen "And hay PC. Mi 
thing confoli thi 

55 by. No. Ng, any, vg 8% 

Dornton. No ?— No, "HEY you 1—Whiere: is he? 
What is he about? 

Sully. 1 don't know. WIR 25 

Dornton. Don't? You love to torture ; me, Gr! 


a ian) 9 


You love to torture me. 
Sy. Humph. a 
Dornton. For heaven's ſake ell r me what you live 
eard ! 1 | 
| Sully. I love to torture you, +. 
Dornton. Put me out of my pain! If you” are 
not a tiger, put me out, of wy 8 1 
B 2 ; N | p Saſty. 


5 „ > 


| pocket } 
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Sally. [ Relutgntly drawing a newyþaper out 27 his 
There; read! 

Dornton.- Dead ! 

Sully. Worſe. 

Dornton. Mercy defend me \—Where ? What? 
Sully. The firſt paragraph in the puſtſcript ; the 


| beginning line in capitals. ' 


Dornton. [| Reads} * The junior partner of the 
* great, banking houſe, not a mile from the Polt- 


office, has again been touched at Newmarket, for 


cau't be! 
Sully. Humph.” 
Dornton. Why, can it? 
Sully. Ves. 
Doraton. How do you know * What proof have 
you that this is not a lie? ba] 
Sully. His own. hand- writing. 
Dornton. How! . 
Sully. Bills at three days fight to the full amount 


L l of ten thouſand pounds L Parſe] It 


 bave already been preſented. 


Dornton. And accepted? 
Sully, Yes. - 
Dornton. But !—Why Were you mad, Mr. 


| Sulky? Were you mad? 


Sully, I ſoon ſhall be. 


Dornton. Is not his name ſtruck off the firm ? 


Sulty. They were dated two days before. | 
Dornton. The credit of my houſe begins to totter! 
Fully, Well it may! 


DBioraton What the effect of ſoch a paragraph may 


be I cannot tell! 
Sully. 1 can Ruin. 
Dornton. Are you ſerious, fir ? | 
Sully. I am not inclined to laugh -A run 0 


the houſe, ſtoppage, diſgrace, bankruptcy. 


Dornton. Really, Mr. Sulky, you 
Sully. Yes, I know, I offend. 


' 


I was. bred in 


your houſe, | you. uſed: me tenderly, I ſerved: you 
faithfully, and you admitted me a partner. © dc 
| think I care for myſelf. No. I can fit at the de 


in. 


A C O M, E D Y. 1 


again. But you! You! 8 Fit man. of the firſt 
commercial city on earth, your name in the Gazette? 
Were it-ming anly I would laugh at it. What am 1? 
Who cares for me! | 

Dornton. Where is the ve * 

Sully. Who can tell? With his weck and bis 
6c ladies his court friends and his Newmarket friends, 
« his women of wit and his ek of foul, his blue 
66 ſtockipgs and his black | 12 8 "oY 
N N 2 Smich e 1 

William 
Enter Mr. Suurb. 


Call all tbe ſervants together, Mr. Sch! clerks, 
footmen, maids, every ſoul ! Tell ew their young 
maſter is a ſcoundrel! 

Mr. Smith. Very well, far. 

Dornton. Sir [Hi anger ani Bid tem 
ſhut the door in his face! I' turn the Grft away 
that lets him ſet foot in this houſe ever again! 

Nr. 8mith. Very well, ſir. 

Dornton. Very well, ſir? Dama your very well, 
fir? I tell you it is not yery wall, fir. He ſhall larve, 


die, rat ig the ſtreet! Is 15 very well, fr? 
| Exeunt Mr. Dornton and Mr. Smith« 


Sully. Has a noble heart. A ſonqᷓ father's heart · 
The boy was a fine youth—Bot he ſpoiled him; and 
now he quarrels with himſelf and all the world, be- 
cauſe he hates his own folly. [ Diſtant knocking heard: 
at the flreet-door] Sa! Here j » the _ returned, 


[ Knocking again. } 
Enter Mr. Nornton, falbwed by Servants. 

Darnton. Don't fir! Oa your lives, don't go to 
the door! Are the bolts and locks all faſtened? 

Servants, All, Gr. | Xnocking] 

Dornton. Don't mind his knocking 1 'Go to bed 
every foul of you inſtantly, and fall wo aſleep 1— 
He ſhall Rarve in the | reets ! N again ] 


Ferch n me my blunderbuſs! Make halle ! | EHu. 
B 3 Nene 
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Scene cl. . to the Street before the Door. | 


Harry Dornton, Milford, and Poſtillions. 


Poſiillion. We fmoked along, your honour! 

Harry. { Knocks) I know you did. Had yon 
been leſs free with your whip you would have been 
half a crown-richer. Your next ſtep ſhould be to 
turn drummer, and handle the cat o' nine tails, : 

Pgſlillion. It is very late your honour! _ 

Harry, Be gone I Ill give you no more. [Knocks 

[ Exeunt Poſlillions] 

Dormon. | Throwing up the ſaſſ and preſenting the 
Blunderbuſs, Mr. Sully behind] Knock again you 
{coundrel, and you "(hall have the full contents, loaded 
to the muuide; raſcal U 

Harry. So! I ſuſpected dad was in his tantarims. 

Milford. You have given him ſome canſe, 

Harry. Very true. [To his father } Conſider, my. 
dear fir, the conſequence of lying out all night t 

Dornton- Be gone, villain ! 

Harry. Bad women, fir; ror night air! 

 Dornton. Will you be gone? 

Harry. Watch-houſes, pick; pocket, cut- throats 

Sully. Come, come; ir, [ Shutting down the win 
tow] 

Milford. We ſhall not get in; | 

Harry. 'Pſhaw ? How little do you 3 of my 
father ! The door will _ in leſs than fifteen- 
ſeconds. + 

. Milford. Done for a hundred ! 25 | 

Harry. Done, done! [ They tale out their watches 
and the door my. I knew you were had ; double 
ur quits we find the cloth laid and fupper on the 
table, 


Milford. No, it won't do, [Exeua into the houſe. 


Scene changes to the former apartments. * 


Enter Harry Dornton, Milford and Footman. 


Footman. My old maſter is in a bitter paſſion, fir. 
Harry. I know it. 
Footman, 


a C 0 22D 27: - 
" Fectman." He is gone down to turn the ſervant out 


of doors that let you in. 
Harry. ls he? Then go vou and let your fllow- 


ſcrvant in again. 

Footman. I dare not, fir. 1 ay 

Harry. Then I mult, © [Baie 
Footman. He inquired Is was with my young 


maſter, 


Milford. Well! | 
Footman. And when he 3 it was you, fir, he 


was ten times more furious. "| Exit 'Footmans 


"op Ne enter Harry Dornton. 

Harry. All's well that ends well. This bas been 
a curſed lofing voyage, Milford! 

Milford. 1 am a bundred and fifty i in; 

Harry. And 1 ten thouſand out! 

Milford. I believe I had better avoid your father 
for the preſent. 

Harry. I think you had. Dad confiders vou as 
my tempter, the cauſe of my ruin. 

Milford And I being in his debt, he conceives he 
| may treat me without ceremony: 

Harry. Nay, damn it, Jack, do kiad juſtice ! In: 
is not the money you had of him, but the ill advice 
he imputes to you that galls him. 6 yi 

Milford. | hear he threatens to 8 0 

Harry. Ves! He has threatened to ſtrike my 
name cut of the firm, and diſinherit = a . © 2 


times! ! 


Milford. Ob, but be 175 been e ſerious in me- 
naeing me. f 261! 6 


Harry. And me too. jj 4 
Mir, Fee be at the tenais.court ene 

4 0 9 \ 
Miltrd. What, not to fer hes grand i itch 2 
Harry. No. R * 
Milford. Oh yes, you will. e 
Harry. No. I am determined. | A 
Milford. Yes, over night: you'll warer ia the 


e f oY A 


"mow, , 


1 PT 5 
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Harry. No. It is high time, Jack, to grow pru- 


* 


Milford. Hg, he, ha! ur plan i forms; pit 
— be out o debt. 
Harry. How will you get the mager ? 7 Eb 
© Mitford. By calculation. 1 
Hen. Ha, ba, ha! 
Milford. I am reſolved on it. What ! Can't 
« a man of invention and genius qut-wit à black- 


66 4e WP ot 
_y « Yes, if he will be as eat a ſco rel.“ 
Milford. That's not A AL 4 pb K 92 7 
« contriving head, a lucky 1 Lr a little alge- 
« hrb will rout the whole hoſt,” How many men of 
rank and honour, having loſt hair un haye 


doubly recoverad them 


Harry. And very honourably l 
Milford. Who doubts it ?' 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Nobody } Nobody } 
+ Milford. But pray, Harry, what is jt you find ſo 
attractive in my late father's amorous rel 2 
Horry. Ha, ha, ha! What the widow Warren? 
Milford. She ſeems to. think and even ben you. 
are to marry ! 

; Marry ? Her? A eaguette of forty, who 
ridiculoufly apes all the airs of a girl? Fantaſtic, 
ſelfiſh and a fol! And marry? Diſgulting idea! 
Thou wert phi 1 as we ore on the u 
tion of a poſt-horſe ? 

Aird Well? a 
Harry. I would rather be 8 poſt-borſe, DAY x 


raſcal that drives a polt· horſe, than the haſe thiog 


thon haſt imagined ! 
Then why are you fo aften there? 
Harry. Becauſe I can't keep away. 
Milford. What, it is her daughter, gophis? 
Harry Lovely, bewitching innocent! 
Milford. Ihe poor young thing is food of you? 
Harry. I ſhould he half mas 11 thought ſhe was 
not, yet am abliged 20 half bang 3 


Milford. Why a HIS 
51 Hurry. 


A O M E D *. '9 

Harry. What a queſtion! Am TI not a profli- 
gate, and in all probability ruined ?--Not even 
my father can overlook this laſt affair No! — 
Heigho ! 

Milford. The loſs of my father's will, and the 
| myſtery made of it's contents by thoſe who witneſſed 
it, are ſtrange circumſtances ! 

Harry. In which the widow triumphe. And you 
being a baſtard, and left by law to ſlarve, ſhe willingly 
pays obedience to laws ſo wile. | 

Milford. She refuſes even to pay my debts. 

_ , Harry. And the. worthy alderman, your father, 
brag overtaken by death in the ſouth of France, 
gare fully makes a will, and then as careful y hides it 
' where it is not to be found: or commits it to the 
cuſtody of ſome mercenary knave, who has made his 
market of it to the widow=——So0! Here comes the 
luppoſed. executor of this ſuppoſed will, 


Enter Mr. Sulley. 


My dear Mr. Sulky, how do you do? 
| Sully, Very ill, 
Harry. Jaded? I am very org! W (768 
diſorder? | 
Solty.” You. i | 1 
2 ee Ha, ha, ha? 5 
Sully. Ruin, bankruptcy, infamy ! 
Harry. The old tory ! 
Sulky. To a new tune. . 
Harry, Ha, ha, ha! © 
Sulky. You are 
Harry. What my good cynic ? 
Sully. A faſhionable gentleman, 
Harry. I know it. | 
Sully. And Faſhionably ruined; 
. Nt have a father. | | 
Sully. Who is ruined likewiſe, _. 
Harry, Ha, ha, ha! Is the bank of England ruited? 
Sully. I fay ruined. Nothing leſs than a miracle 
can ſave the houſe. The purſe of Fortunatus could 


not ſupply you. 
ahh Harry. 


—— 6 


— 
N — — — 
— * * * by 7 4. > 
— a E 
— 
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Harry. No; it held nothing but x guineas. Notes, 
bills, aper for me ! 

Sully. Such effrontery is inſufferable. For ' theſe 
five years, ſir, you have been driving to ruin more 
furiouſly than— 

Harry. An ambaſſadors coach on a birth-night. 
I ſaw you were ſtammering for a ſimile. 

Sully. Sir !— | 

Harry. Vouth mounts the box, ſeizes the reine, 
and jehus headlong on in the dark; Paſſion and Pro- 
digality blaze in the front, bewilder the coachman,, 
and Maul. and blind the paſſengers; ; Wifdom, Pru- 


dence, and Virtue are overſet and maimed, or mur- 
'dered ; and at laſt Repentance, like the faotdban's 


flambeau la ging behind, lights us to dangers when. 
they are pal 


all remedy. 


. Sully. Your name is ſtruck off the firm. T was: 


: the adviſer, 


Harry. You were very kind, Mr. Sulky. 

Sully. Your father is at laſt determined. 

Aarry. Ha, ha, ha! Do you think fo? | 

Sully. You'll find ſo! And what brought you 
here, fir? [To Mifford] 

Milford. A chaiſe. and four. 

Sulky. It might have carried you to a ſafer place. 
When do you mean to pay your debts ? 

Milford. When my father's. executor prevails on 
the widow Warren to do me juſtice, 

Sully. And which way am I to prevail? 

Ir. And which way am I to pay my debts ? 

Sully. You might have more modeſty thao inſo- 


lently to come and brave one of your principal 


creditors, after having ruined his ſon by your evil 
counſel. 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Don't believe a word on't, 


my good grumbler ; I ruined myſclf, I wanted no 


counſellor. 


Milford. My father died inneaſely rich; and, 
though 


1 am what the law calls mmer I ought 
Sully. 


not to ſtarve. 


e 
Sully. You have had five thouſand pounds, and are 
five more in debt. 3 
Milford. Yes, thanks to thoſe who truſt bays 
with thouſands. | | | 
Sully. You would do the ſame now you think 
yourſelf a man. Be EPL SD 77 
Milford. [ Firmly], Indeed I would not. 1 
| Sully. Had you been N the widow at 
home, inſtead 85 galloping after a knot of gamblers- 
and pickpockets, you might perhaps have done your- 
ſelf more ſetvice. 4 Ft 
_ Milford, Which way, fir?  - | 
9 10 This will of ZAR: late father is found, _ 
— 7 15. 
Sully. I have received a letter, from which Llearn 
it was at laſt diſcovered, carefully locked up in a 
private drawer; and that it is now a full mont ſinee 
a gentleman of Montpelier, coming to England, was 
entruſted with it. But no ſuch gentleman has yet 
appeared, , 
Milford. If it ſhould have got into the hands of 
the widow—! ., Sts Cans id a 
Sully. Which I ſuſpect it has Vou are a couple 
of pretty gentlemen! But beware! Misfortune is 


* 


6 


Hurry. Ves; and my father knows 1.25 eom- 
paſſionately opened the door for the podr fellow ia 
return. FF ! | 

4 5. Very well, fir! Your fame is increaſing, 

ally. 1 Gs 

Harry. J am glad to hear it. * 
Salty. Humph! Then perhaps you have para- 
graphed yourſelf? | 
* Harry 


the face of nature! 
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Harry. Paragraphed? What? Where? 

Sully. In the St. James's Evening, 

Harry. Me.? 

Sully. Stating the exact amount. 

Harry. Of my loſs? : 

Sully. Yours—You' march through every avenue 
to fame, dirty or clean. 

Harry. Well ſaid !—Be witty when you can; 
ſarcaſtic you nuſt be, in ſpite of your teeth. But 
I like you the better. You are honeſt, You are 
my crnet of Cayenne, and a' ſpriakling of you is 
excellent. 

Sully. Well, ſir, when you know the ſtate of your 
own affairs, avi] to what you have reduced the houſe, 
you will perhaps be leſs ready to grin, 

Harry. Reduced the houſe! Ha, ha, ha! 


Euter Mr. Dornton, with the e bis Hand. 


Dornton. So, fir! 

Harry. | Bowing ]-T-am pr to ſee you, fr 

Dornton. You are there, after having broken into 
my houſe at midnight !—And yon are here, [Point - 
ing to the paper] after having ruined me and my houſe 
by your a Lag prodigality !' Are you not a 


ſcoundrel ? 


Harry. No, fir; Iam only x fool. 

Sully. Good night to you, gentlemen. 

Dornion. Stay where you are, Mr. Sulky, I beg 
you to ſtay where you are, and be a witneſs to my 
ſolemn renunciation of him and his vices ! 

Sully. L have witneſſed it a thouſand times. 

Dornton. But this is the cn Are you not a 
ſcoundrel, I ſay ? 

Hay I am your ſon. 


Dornton. [ Calling] Mr. 8 Smith! Ding i in thoſe 


deeds. 
Enter Mr. Smith. 


You will not deny you are an incorrigible ſquanderer ? 


Harry. 1 will deny nothing. 
Dornton, A. nuiſance, a wart, a blot, a flain upon 


Harry 


/ 


* * 
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Harry. A ſtain that will waſh out, fir. 
Dornton, A redundancy ; a negation ; a beſotted 
ſophiſticated incumbrance; a jumble of fatuity; your 


head, your heart, your words, your actions, all a 


jargon z incoherent and unintelligible to yourſelf, 
abſurd and offenſive to others! 

Fully. The whirlwind is riſing. | 

Harry. I am whatever you pleaſe, ir. 

Dornton. Bills never examined, every thing bought 
on credit, the price of nothing aſked! Conſcious 
you were weak enough to wiſh for baubles you did 
not want, and pant for pleaſures you could not enjoy, 
you had not the effrontery to aſſume the eireumſpect 
caution of common ſenſe! And to your other 
deſtructive follies, you muſt add the deteſtable vice 
of gaming! | | 
Harry. Thele things, fir, are much eafier done 


than defended. 


Dornton. But here—Give me that parchment ! 
FTo Mr. Smith.) The partners have all been ſum- 
moned. Look, fir! Your name has been formally 
eraſed! | 

Harry. The partners are very kind. 

Dornton. The ſuſpicions already incurred by the 
known profligacy of a principal in the firm, the im- 
menſe ſums you have drawn, this paragraph, the 
run on the houſe it will occaſion, the conſternation 
of the whole city — 

Harry. All verry terrible, and ſome of it very true. 

| [ Holf ide. 

Darnton. Þ Paſſionately] Give me the will, Mr. 
Smith! Give me the will! Fond and fooliſh as L 
have been, read, and you will find I am at laſt re- 
ſtored to my ſenſes !—If I hould happily outlive the 
ſtorm you have raiſed, it ſhall not be to ſupport a a 
prodigal, or to reward a gambler !-- You are diſinhe- 
rited Read! | 

Harry. Your word is as good as the bank, fir, ü 

Dornton. I'll no longer act the doating father, 
faſcinated by your art ! . 


Harry. 
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Harry. I never had ui art, fir, except the one 
you taught me, 

Dornton. I taught you | ! What? Scoundrel ! 
What ? 

Harry. That of loving you, fir. 

Dornton. Loving me! 

Harry. Moſt ſincerely ! 

Dornton. | Forgetting his paſſion] Why, can you 
ſay, Harry—Raſcal ! 1 mean, that you love me? 

Harry. I ſhould be a raſcal indeed if J did not, fir. 

Dornton. Harry! Harry! [ Struggling with his 
feelings] No! Confound me if I do Sir, you 


are a vile : 

Harry. I know I am. * 

Dornton. And I'll never ſpeak to you more. 

[ Going. 

Harry. Bid me el night, ſir, Mr. Sulky here 
will bid me good night, and you are my father !— 
Good night Mr. Sully. 

Sully. Good night. | Exit. 

Harry. Come, ſir.— 

Dornton. [ Struggling with paſſion] I won't! If 
I do— 

Harry. Reproach m {th my follies, ſtrike © t 
my name, diſinherit „ 1 Ceferve it all and more 
Bot ſay good night, Harry ! 

Dornton. I won't !—I won't !—T won't !— 

Harry. Poverty is a trifle 3 we can whiſtle it off — 
But enmity— 

Dornton, I will not! 

Harry. Sleep in enmity? And who can fay how 
' ſoundly ? - Come! Good night. 

Dornton. | won't! I won't! [Kun f,. 

Harry, Say you ſo?—Why then, my noble- 
hearted dad, 1 am indeed a ſcoundrel! 


Ne- enter Mi. Dornton, 


Dornton. Good night! 
Harry. Good K and Heaven eternally bleſs 
vou, fir ! Heigho:—“ That's ſomething. { Sings] 


« Time, 


© Time, would you let him wiſcly paſs, 
Is lively, briſk and jolly.” : 
« All is not quite as it ſhould be; but | Sings] 


« Dip but his wings in the ſparkling glaſs, 
And he'll drowa dull melancholy.” 


„ Heigho!”? [Exir, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT» 


ACT 1. 
SCENE I. The Hoe of the Widow Warren, 
Jenny and Mus. Ledger. 
17 Jenny, 
I TELL you, good woman, I can do nothing for 


you. 
Mrs. Ledger. Only let me ſee Mrs. Warren. 
Jenny. And get myſelf nubbed. Not I, indeed. 


Enter Sophia, ſkipping. 
Sophia. La, Jenny! Yonder's my mamma, with 
a whole congregation of milliners, mantua- makers, 
mercers, haberdaſhers, lace- men, ſeather- men, and 
I all the world, conſulting about ſecond mourn- 
ing! | | 
Jenny. I know it. 
Sophia. It will be ſix months to-morrow ſince the 
death of my father in law; © and ſhe has been buſy 
giving orders for this fortnight that every thing 
might be brought home aud tried on to-day. I do 
«believe ſhe'll fleep, in her new clothes!“ 


— 2 1 Jenny. | 


v ke 


2 ——-—— 
* 
by 
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enny. How you run on, miſs ! 

Sophia, What would my dear grandma? ſay, if ſhe 
faw her? Why ſhe is even fonder of finery than 
J am! 

Jenny. Sure, miſs, you are not fond of finery ? 

Sopvia. Oh but I am—1 wonder why ſhe won't 
ſet me wear high-heeled ſhoes! I am ſure J am old 
enough ! 1 ſhall be eighteen next Chriſtmas day at 
midnight, which is only nine months and two days! 
And ſince ſhe likes to wear lips, and ſaſhes, and 
ringlets, and—nonſenſe, like a girl, why ſhould not 
I] have high-heels, and gowns, and ſeſtinis, and hoope, 
and trains, and ſweeps, [ Mimicking] and—lke a 
woman ? | 
Fenny. It's very true what your mamma tells you, 
mils; you have hzen ſpoiled by your old fond grand- 


-=Sihcr in Glouceſterſhire, 


Sophia. Nay, Jenny, I won't hear you call my 
car grandma” names! Though every body told the 
loving old ſoul ſhe would ſpoil me. 

Jenny. And now your mamma has ſent for you up 
to town to finiſh your edication. 

Sophia. Ves. She began it the very firſt day. 
"Theie was the ſtay-maker ſont for, to ſcrew up wy 
ſhapes ; the ſhoe-maker, to cripple my feet; the 
hair-dreſſer, to burn my hair; the jeweller, to bore 
my ears; and the deptiſt, to file my teeth. 

Jenny. Ah! You come here ſuch a hoyden! [T9 
Mrs. Ledger] What, an't you gone yet, miſtreſs ? 

Sophia. La, Jennyy how can you be fo croſs to 
people? What is the matter with this good woman? 

Jenny. Oh! Nothing but poverty. 

Sophia. Is that all? Here [ Rummaging her pocket ] 
give her this half crown, and make her rich. | 

Jenny. Rich indeed! | 
Soghia. What, is not it enough? La, I am ſorry 
1 ſpeut all my money yelterday! I laid it out in 
ſweetmeats, cakes, a Canary bird, and a poll parrot. 
But I hope you are not very, very poor. 

Mrs. Ledger. My huſband ſerved the late alderman 


Re and twenty years. His waſter promiſed to bw 
| vide 
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vide for bim; but his pitileſs widow can ſre him 
thrown with a broken heart upon the pariſh, | 

Sophia. Oh dear !—Stop !—Stop a bit! [ Run- 
ning off ] Be ſure you don't go! [Exits 


Enter Mr. Sulky. 


Sully. Where's your miſtreſs, girl? 

Jenny. My name is Jane Cocket, fir, 
ulky. Where's your miſtreſs ? 

Jenny. Buſy, fir. - | 
Fully. Tell her to come down—Don't flare, girl, 
but go and tell your miſtreſs I want her. 
0 Teany. [Aide] Humph! Mr. Black a x * 
it. 


Re-enter Sophia, woith great gl 


Sophia. I've got it! Here! Take this, good 
woman; go home and be happy! Take it, I tell 


you! [ Offering @ purſe. 
Sully. Who is this? Mrs. Ledger! How does 
your worthy huſband ? 


Mrs. Ledger. Alack, fir, ill enough: likely to 
ſtarve in his latter days. 
Sully. How! Starve ? 
Mrs. Ledger. The widow refuſes to do any thing 
for him. | | 
Sully. Humph: | : | 
Mry. Ledger. Service, age, and honeſty are poor 
pleas with affluence, cafe, and Mrs. Warren. - 
Sully. Humph! | 
Mrs. Ledger. You, fir, I underſtand, are the late 
alderman's executor ? | | 
Sully. I can't tell. | 
Mrs. Ledger. Perhaps you may be able to ſerve my 
huſband ? | 
Sully. I don't know However, give my reſpects 
to him. He ſhan't ſtarve; tell him that. 
Sophia. Nay, but take this in the mean tine. 
Sully. Ay: take it, take it. [Exit Mrs. Ledger 
much affefed.] And who are you, Miſs Charity? , _ 
C3. Sophia. 


18 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


Sophia. Me, fir? Oh! II am my grandma's 
grand-daughter 

Sully. Humph ! 

Sophia. Sophia Freelove. 

Sully. Oh !—The widow's daughter by ber firſt 
huſband ? hr : 

Sophia. Ves, ſir, 


Re-enter Jenny. 


Sully. Where's your miſtreſs? 

Jenny. Coming, fir. —So! You have ſtolen your 
mamma's purſe, miſs ? 

Seplia. La, don't ſay ſo; I only ran away with 
it! She was bargaining for ſome ſmuggled lace with 
one of your acquaintance, and I thought 1 could. 
diſpoſe of her money to better advantage. ; 

Fenny, Without her conſent ? 

Sophia. Yes, to be ſnare, I knew I ſhould never 
diſpoſe of it in that manner with her conſent ? 

Jenny. Well! here comes your mamma. [ZExit. 


Enter the Widow Warren, in a fantaſtic grr/ih morning 
drefs, ſurrounded by Milliners, Mantua-maters, 
Furriers, Halters, Oc. with ther attendants, with: 
band boxes ; all talking as. they come on. 


Widow. So you'll be ſure not to forget my cha- 
peau a la Pruſſe, Mr. Mincing ? 

Hatter. Certainly not, Madam. 

Wid>»zw. And you'll make a delicate choice of the 


feathers ? | 


Hatter, The ſelection ſhall be elegant, Madam. 

Widow. Ves— I know, Mr. Mincing, you're a 
charming man [— And you will let me have my 
pierrot a la Coblentz by nine in the morning, Mrs. 
Tiffany? | 

Maunteau-mabter. To a minute, maim. 

Sully. Madam, when you have a moment”s leiſure— 

IVidow. Be quiet, you fright ; don't interrupt 
me l- And my caraco a la huſſar, and my bavaroi- 
ſes a la ducheſſe. And put four rows of pearl in 


my tu ban. | 
Milliner. 
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Miliner. Ver vell, me ladythip. 

Widow. And you'll all come togather, a0 at 
nine ? 

Omnet. We'll all be here! [ Going. 

Widow. And don't forget the white ermine- tip- 
pets, and the black fox muffs, and the Kaniſchatka 
furs that you mentioned, Mr. Weazel ! 

Furrier. Pll bring a fine aſſortment, madam. 

Widow. And, and, and—No ; no—you may all 
go—l can think of nothing elſe—I ſhall remember 
more to-morrow. 


Hatter 1 Thank you, madam ! 


Furrier 


Manteau- 0 Very much obliged to 


_ and you, maim! 

Milliner, Dre ver good bon jour 

to me lady ſhip. | 

Widow. What was it you were ſaying) Mr. Sulky? 
Pray, child, what have you done witb my purſe ? 

Sophia. Given it away, ma'. 

Widow. Giver it away, minikia > 

Sophia. Yes, ma'. 

Widow. Given my purſe away + To whom? For 
what pmpoſe ? 

Sophia. La ma', only—only to keep a poor wo- 
man from ſtarving ! 

Widow. I proteſt, child, your grandmother has. 
totally ruined vou! 

Sully. Not quite, madam : ſhe: has leſt the finiſh- 
ing to you, 

Widow. What were you ſayiug, Mr. Sulky ? 

Sully. You won't give me leave to ſay any thing, 
madam. 

Widow. You know you ere a noc king trouble- 
ſome, wan, Mr. Sulky : I have a thouſand things 
to remember, and can't bear teaſing ! It fatigues my 
ſpirits! So pray relate this very urgent buſineſs of 
yours in a ſingle word. What reould you have | * 

Sulty. Juſtice. 


f 2 together, 
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Widow. Lord, what do you: mean Do you + 
think I am in the commiſſion? | 

Sully. Ves, of follits innumerable !' ; 

Widow, You are a ſad ſavage, Mr. Sulky.! And 
who is it you want juſtice for ? - 2 5 

Sully. Your late huſband's fon, John Milford. 

IVidow. Now pray don't talk to me] You are a 
very intruſive perſon! You quite derange my ideas! 
I can think of nothing ſoft or ſatisfactory while you 
are preſent! | 

Sully. Will you hear me, madam? 

IWidow..1I can't ! I poſitively can't I It is an odi-- 
ous ſubjet! - 

Sophia. Nah, ma', how can you be ſo croſs to my 
brother Milford ? Ta” 

Widow.. Your brother, child: Country educa- 


tion !— How: often, minikin, have I told you he is 


no brother of yours! 


Sophia. La, ma', he was your huſband's ſon ! 


idow. Yes, his -Faugh!—Odious word !— Your. - 


brother? 
Sophia. . Yes, that he is For he is in diſtreſs. . 


Sully. Humph !- * 


» Widow. And would you now, you who pretend 
to be a very prudent—ridiculous kind of a perſon, 


wilh to ſee me ſquander the wealth of my poor dear 


dead good man on Mr, Milford and his profligate 


companions ? | 
Sully. Not I indeed, madam ;- though the pro- 


fligate to whom. you make love ſhould happen to be 


one of them ! 


Widew: Ha, le, hal Ob the-monſter!—L make. 


love ! —You have no eyes, Mr. Sulky! Lalling 
and exhibiting herſelf ] You are really blind! But IL. 
know whom you mean.. 

Sully. I mean young Dornton,. madam. 


Widow. To be ſure you do !-—Whom could you 


mean ? Elegant youth !—Rapturous thoughts : 


Sophia. I am ſure, fir, young Mr. Dornton is no 


profligate ! 


Sully. [Significantly] You are ſure ?- 
ulhy. [ Signific | Skis 
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Poet 
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Saphia. Yes, that I am? 

Sully. Humph. 

Sophia. And it's very ſcandalous, very ſcandalous 
indeed, to ſay he is my ma's lover! 

Sully. Humph. 

Sophia. Becauſe he is a fine genteel young gevlle- 


man; and you know ma' is— 
Widow. Pray minikin, be leſs flippant with your 
tongue, 


Sophia. Why la, ma', you yourſelf know you are 
too— ! | | 

Widow. Go up to your chamber, child ! 

Sophia. I am ſure ma', I ſay it is very ſcandalous 
to call the handſome Mr. Dornton your lover! 


[ Exit ny. 

Sully. Do you bluſh ? e 

Widow. Bluſh indeed >— Bluſh 2 Ha, ha, ha? 

You are a very unaccountable creature, Mr, Sulky | 
— Bluſh at the babbling of a child? 


Sully. Who is your rival? 

Widow. Ha, ba, ha, he, hal My rival ?—PThe 
poor minikin !—My rival ?—But I have a meſſa 
for you !—Now do compole your features to fot 
neſs and complacency ! Look pleaſant if you can ! 


Smile for once in your life ! 
Sully. Don't make love tu me} ] * have nothing 


to fay to you! 


Widow. Ha, ha, hat Love? 

Sully. Yes, you make love to Dornton! Nay 
you make love to the booby Goldfinch * Even I am 
not ſecure in your company! 

IWidow. Ha, ha, haf You are a Wen being. 
Mr. Sulky !— But if you ſhould happen to ſee Mr, 
Dornton, do aſtouiſh your acquaintance : do a 
good-natured thing, and tell him I am at home all 
day—Love to you? Ha, ha, bat Ob you figure? 
You caricatura of tenderneſs! You inſupportable 
thing! Exit. 


Sully. [Sight] Ah! —All labour in vain! [ Enter 


Jenny] Stand out of the way, girl! [ Exit, 


* 


Jenny. 


22 THE ROAD TO RVIN: 
Jenny. There ſhe goes! [ Looking after the Widaw] 
That's lucky ! This way, fir | of | 


Enter Harry Dornton, followed by his own Servant 
_ with bills in his hand. 


Jenny. My miſtreſs is gone up to her. toilette, 


fir; but J can ſend you ſomebody you may like 


better ! [Zxit. 


Harry. Obliging Abigail !—[ Looking over” his - 


papers] Sdeath! What, all theſe tradeſmen's bills? 


Servant. All, fir. Mr. Smith ſent me after you. 
with them, | 


Harry. When were they brought ? | 


Servant. Some laſt night, but moſt this r ; 


Harry. Ill news travels faſt, and honeſty is deviliſh 
induſtrious. Go round to them all, return their 


bills, and bid them come themſelves to-day, Has. 


Mr. Williams, the hofier, fent in- his bill? 
Servant, No, fir. 


Harry. | thonght as much Tell him to come. 


with the reſt, and on his life not fail, 
Servant. Very well, fir. 

| | Eiter Sophia goyou/ly- 

Sophia. Oh, Mr. Dornton, I am glad to ſee you! 


[ Exit, 


Do you know, I've got the-ſong by heart that you 


was ſo good as to teach me! 


Harry. And do you know, my charming Sophia, 


you are the moſt delightful, beautiful, bewitching 
ſcholar that ever took leſſon ! 


Sophia. La, Mr. Dornton, I'am ſure. I'm very. - 


Kupid ! 


Sophia. To be ſure my ma' caught me ſinging it, 


and ſhe was pettiſh;; becauſe you know it's all about 


lave, and ends with a happy marriage.. 
Harry. But why pettiſh? 7 
Sophia. La, 1:can't tell. I ſuppoſe ſhe. wants to 


have all the marriage in the world to herſelf! It's. 


her whole talk! I do believe ſhe'd be married every 


Harry 


Harry. That yqu are all intelligence, all grace, 
all wit! 


morning that ſbe rites, if any body would have her!“ 
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Harry. Think not of her, my ſweet Sophia, but 
tell me— 

Sophia. What ? 

Harry. I dare not afk. 

Sophia. Why? 

drry. Leſt I ſhould offend you. . 

Sophia. Nay now, Mr. Doruton, that is not right 
of you! T am never offended with any body, and 
Jam fure I ſhould not be offended with you! My 
grandma? always ſaid I was the beft-tempered girl ia 
the world. What is it? 2 | | 

Harry. Were you——? Taling her band] Did 
you ever know what it is to love? 

Sophia. La now, how could you aſk one fuch'a 
queſtion : You know very well one muſt not tell 
- Beſides, you know too one muſt not be in love! 

Harry. Why not? 

Sophia. Becauſe—Becanſe I'm but a girl—-My 
grandma” has told me a hundred times, it's a fin 
for any body to be in love before they be a woman 
grown, full one-and-twenty ; and 1 am not eigh- 
teen! 

Harry. Love they ſay cannot be reſiſted. | 

- Sophia. Ah, but I have been taught better !—Tt 
may berefilted-—Nabedy need be in love unleſs they 
like: and ſo I won't be in love, for I won't wilfully 
do amiſs {With great poſitiveneſs] No! I won't 
A 11" perſon, though I ſhould love him ſoever 
early! Iz 
Harry. | Afide) Angelic innocence? {| Aloud] 
Right, lovely Sophia, guard your heart againſt 
ſeducers. 1 | 

Sophia. Do you know it is full five weeks ſince 
Valentine's day; and, becauſe l'm not one-and- 
twenty, nobody ſent me'a valentine ! 

Harry. And did you expect one? 

* Sophia, Nab—! I can't ſay but I did think 
In Glouceſterſhrre, if any young man happen to have 
2 liking for a young woman, ſhe is ſure to hear of it 
on Valentine day. But perhaps Valentine day does 
not fall ſo ſoon here as it does in the country? 

| Harry. 


% 


» 
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Harry. Why, it is poſſible you may yet receive a a 


valentine. 

Sophia. Nay now, but don't you go to think that 
I am aſking for one; for that would be very wrong 
of me, and I know better. My grandma” told me 
1 muſt never mention or think of ſuch things 
till I am a woman, full one-and-twenty grown.; 
and that if I were to find ſuch a thing at my win- 
dow, or under my pillow, or concealed in a plum- 
cake— 

Harry. A plum-cake ? ? 

Sophia. Yes: I aſſure you I have heard of. a 
* ſent baked in a plum- cake - And ſo * if 
had one that I muſt ſhew it to her. But yau 
© know ſhe is in Glouceſterſhire; and I am ſure 1 
« would not ſhew it to ma', for though ſhe' is all out 
4 and above forty, ſhe would be as jealous as the 
« vengeance! And indeed” I would not teccive 
ſuch a thing for the world, no not from the ßneſt 
man on earth; if I did not think him to be Atrue 
and faithful, true, true lover "= 

Harry. But bow muſt he prove his faith and 
truth ? 

Sophia. Why firſt he muſt love me very dearly !— 
With all his heart and ſoul !—And then he mull be 
willing to wait till I am one · and twenty. 

Harry. And would not you love in return? 
Sophia. N—yes, when I come to be one-and-. 
twenty. 

Harry. Not ſooner ? 7 

Sophia, Oh no !—I muſt not! 5 

Harry. Surely you might if you pleaſed? 

Sephia. Oh but you muſt not perſuade me to that! 
If you do I ſhall think you are a bad man, ſuch as 
my grandma” warned me of! 

Harry. And do you'thiok me ſo ? 

Sophia. Do I ?-No I would not think you ſo 
for a thouſand thouſand golden guineas ! 

Harry. { Afide) Faſcinating purity !—WVhat am 
1 dont To deceive or trifle with ſuch unſuſ pecting 


9 would indeed be villainy ! 
. | Geldfnch. 
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"9 Guldfnch. [ Without, at a d lance] Is ſhe above? ? 

* Mult ſee her ? | 
at Sophia. La, 1 hear that great, ridiculous, horſe 
[4 jockey of a Goldfinch coming up !—[ Sighs ]—Godd . 
e bye, Mr. Dornton ! 158 | 
's Harry. Heaven bleſs you, Sophia !—Sweet So- | 
3 phia, Y hue bleſs you, my lovely angel! Heigho |! 
þe' Sophia. Heigho ! [ Exit. 

_ Goldfinch. Cir, thout) Is ſhe here? 


Servant. [ Without] I don't know, fir. 


Enter Goldfinch in a high-collared coat, ſeveral under 
ewaiſlcoats, buckſtin breeches coveri 15 his calves, 
ſhort boots, long ſpurs, A „ hair in the 
extreme, Ir. | 


Goldfinch. Hah! My tight one! 
Harry. [ Surveying him] Well, Charles! 
Goldfinch. How you ſtare !—An't I the go? 
That's your ſort ! 


© Ha, ha, ha! 
2 Where's the widow ? 
Harry. Gone up to dreſs, and will not be 3 


theſe two hours. | 
Galdfinch. A hundred to eighty Pd ſup up a firing 
of twenty horſes in leſs time than ſhe takes to dreſs 
her fetlocks, plait her mane, trim her ears, and 
buckle on her body-clths ! 
Harry. You improve daily, Charles! 
Goldfitieb. To be ſure! — That's your ſort ! [ Turn- 
. Thg Fant. himſelf | An't I a genus? 
\ wah ujte an original !—You may challenge 
4 whole fraternity of the whip to match you ! 
oldfinch. Match me] Newmarket can't match 
me! [Sewing himſelf ]J—That's your ſort ! 
Harry. Oh no! Ha, ha, ha! You are harder 
to match than one of your own pied ponies -A 
2 different being from either your father or grand- 
ather ! 
Coldfinch. Father or OI 1—Shakebags J 


both. 
D Harry. 
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Harry. How ? ; * 
Guldfinch. Father a ſugar-baker, grandfather a 
ſlop- ſeller I'm a gentleman—That's your ſort ! * 
Harry Ha, ha, ha! And your father was only 
a man of worth. | 
Goldfinch. Kept a gig! [With great contempt] — 
Knew nothing of life !—Never drove four! 
Harry. No, but he was a uſeful member of ſo- 
Ciety. | > 
Goldfinch. A uſef—! What's that? | 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! A pertinent queſtion. 
Goldfinch. A gentleman like me à uſeful member 
of ſociety !—Bet the long odds nobody ever heard 
of ſuch a thing | 
Harry. You have not acquired your character in 
the world for nothing, Charles. * 
Goldfinch. World! — What does the world ſay ? 
Harry. Strange things—lIt ſays you have got 
into the hands of jockeys, Jews, and ſwindlers; 
and that, thaagh old Goldſinch was in his day one 
of the richelb eg on Change, his fon will ſhortly 
become poorer Wan the pooref{ black leg at Neu- 
market. , | 
Goldfinch, Damn the wells * 
Harry. With all my Heese, damn the world, for 
it ſays little better of me. 
Goldfinch. Bet you ſeven to five the Eclipſe colts 
againſt the Highflyers, the ſecond ſpring meeting. 
Harry. No. I have dove with Highflyer and 
Eclipſe too 80 you are in purſuit of the widow ? 
 Goldfinch, Full cry !+-Muft have her! 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Heigho! You muſt? 
_ Goldfinch. All up with me elſe! If I don't marry 
the widow I muſt ſmaſh !—Pve ſeeured the knowing 
one. | 
Harry. Whom do you mean? The mad? 
Goldfnch. Promiſed her a hundred on the wedding 


day. 3 
Enter 


— 


"ACTOMEWD Y. 2 
Enter Jenny. 


. 


Jenny. My miſtreſs can't ſee you at preſent, gen- 

tlemen, . a 

Goldfinch. Can't ſee me? DL Yexed] Take Harriet 
an airing in the phaeton! 2 

Harry. What, is Harriet your favourite? 
Goldſinch. To be fure! I keep her. : 

Harry. You do? 

Goldfinch, Fine creature ! 
Harry. Well bred ? 

Goldfinch. Juſt to my taſte !—Like myſelf, free 
and ealy, That's your ſort !' F : 

Harry. A fine woman ? | 

Goldfinch. Prodigious ! Siſter to the Iriſh Giant! 
Six feet in her ſtockings !—That's your ſort !— 
Sleek coat, flowing mane, broad cheſt, all bone !— 
Daſhing figure in a phacton !—Sky-blue habit, 
ſcarlet ſaſh, green hat, yellow ribands, white fea- 
thers, gold band and taſſel!— That's your ſort ! 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Heigho ?—Why you are 
a high fellow, Charles ! 

*. Goldfinth. To be ſure Know the odds !— Hold 
four in hand! — Turn a corner in ſtyle ?—Reins in 
form—Elbows ſquare—Wriſt pliant—Hayait !— 
Drive the Coventry ſtage twice a week all ſummer 
Pay for an ipſide place—Mount the box Tip the 
coachy a crown-—Beat the mail-—-Come in full 

ſpeed!— Rattle down the gateway !—Take care of 

your heads !—Never killed but one, woman and a 

obild in all my life—That's your fort! [ Going. 

Jenny. [LA ſide to Goldfinch] Take him with you. 
| | Exit. 
Goldfinch. Want a hedge ?—Take Wa. to 
pounds Precipitate againſt Dragon? | 
Hurry. No. 7 — 85 
Goldfinch, | Afide) Wiſh I could have him a few? 

—Odd or even tor fifty? [ Drawing bis hund elenched 

from his. pocket.) 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Odd enough! Ef 
D 2: Goldfinch.. 


* 
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Goldfinch. Will you cut a card, hide in the hat, 
chuck in the glaſs, draw cuts, bends or tails, gallop 
the maggot, iwim the hedgehog, any thang ? 

Harry. Nothing. 

 Goldfinch. I'm up to all—That's your ſort !— 
Get him with me and pigeon him. { Afds]—Come 
and ſee my greys— Been to Tatterſall's and bought 
a ſet of fix—Smokers !—Beat all England for figure, 
bone, aud beauty !—Hayait; charmers | — That's 
your ſort !—Bid for two pair of mobſe ponies for 


Harrier. 
Harry. Ta, ha, ha! The Triſh Giantefs drawn 


by monle ponies ! 
' Colfinch Come and ſee 'm. 
Harry. | Sarcaſtically] No. I am weary of the 


company of ſtable boys. 
Guldfinch. Why fo ?—Shan't play you any wicks 


Elf they ſquit water at you, or make the colts 


kick you, tell me, and I' horſewhip em Arch 


dogs! Deal of wit ! 
Harry. When they do I'll herſewhip them my- 


ſelf. 
Goldfinch. Yourſelf ?! Ware that !—Wrong 
there! | 
Harry. I think I ſhould be riglit. 
Goldfinch. Do you! What Been to ſchool? 
Harry. To ſchool Why yes—1— 
Gol Hach. Mendoza !-—Qb !—Good marrow !! 
[ Exit. 
Harry. Ha, ha, ba! There goes one of my 


friends! Heigho! 
Euter Milford © in haſte, followed by Goldhnch re- 
turning. 
Goldfinch. What is it, Jack ? Tell me! [ Zagerly] 
Milford. Come, Harry! We ſhall be too late! 
They are about to begin! We may have what bets 
we pleaſe! 
Goldfinch. Where? What? 
Milford. The great match ! The famous French- 


man and Will MA warker : A thouſand guineas a 


kde ? 
| Cold fich. 
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- Goldfinch, What, tennis? f ö 
Milford. Yes. The Frenchman gives fifteen and | | 
a biſque. li; 
Goldfuich, To Will the marker ? | 14 
Milford. Ves. 1 
Goldfnch.. Will for a hundred 1 
or Done! 
Goldfinch. Done, done! 
Harry. L bar the bet ; the odds are | fire to four 
already. 
Golilfach. What, for the monſeer-? 
Harry. Yes. 
Colic, I'll take it, five hundred to four, 
Done! 
Gal ac. Done, done! 
Harry. No, I bar !—lI forgot—I have cut. III 
never bet another guinea. 
- Milford. You do for a hundred! 
Harry. Done! 
Milford. Done, done Ha, ha, ha! 
Harry. *Pſhaw ! 
Galdfinch. What a cake! Q 
Milford. But you'll go ?. 
Hes No. e 
Milford. Ves, you will. Come, come, the mateh 
is begun ! Every. body is there! The Frenchman- 
is the firſt player in the world! 
Harry. It's a noble exerciſe !: 
— Ay! Cato himſelf delighted in it 1. 
Harry, Ter, it was much practiſed by the Ro- 
mans. 
Goldfinch. The Romans! Who a are they ? 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! . 
Milford. Ha, ha, ha! Will you go, or will you 
not, Harry ? 
Harry. I can't, Jack. My conſcience. won't let 
me.. 
Milford. Pſhaw! Zounds, if we don't make- 
bafte it will be all over! 
Harry. [In a hurry] Do you think it will? 
[Stops ſhort ] No- won't I muſt not. ä 
R Maſond. 
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Milford. [Taling hold of his arm] Come along, 
I tell you! 

Harry. No. 

Milford, They have begun! 25 

Gold ſinc h. Have they ?—I'm off ! LExit. 

Magerd. [Still firuggling, and Harry retreating ] 
What folly ! Come along! 

Harry. No. I will not. 

Hufen. [ Leaving him and going] Well, well, if 
you're ſo poſitive a 

Harry. I Calling] Stay, Jack; ſtay— I'll atk. 

up the ſtreet with you, but I won't go in. 

Milford. Double or quits/ the bundred that you 
won of me laſt night yo do! 

Harry. I don't for a thouſand ! 

Milferd. No, no, the hundred. 

Harry. ] tell you I won't. I won't go in with you. 

Milford. Done for the hundred! 

Harry. Done, done ! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Parlour of the Tennir-court. 
| Markers paſſing and rgþafſing with Rackets and Balls, 
* s Officer, tauo Followers, and one of the Markers. 
[ Shouts.,], 


Ms Hurrah ! 
"Officer. Pray is Mr. Milford in the court ? 
rler. I'll bet you gold to ſilver the Frenchman. 
loſes! Hurrah ! LE. 


Eater Mr. Smith from the Court. 


Mr. Smith. He is not there. 
Officer. Are you ſure ? 
Mr. Sniib. The eroud is very great, but I can 


neither ſee him nor any of his companions. 


Mer. Then he will not come. 


"Mr. Smith. 1 begin to hope ſo ! 
Officer: | Examining his writ] © Middleſex, to wit, 
ne thouſand pounds—Dornton yy Joba 


Milford.” 
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Mr. Smith. You muſþ take none but ſubltantiat 
hail. [Shout] What a ſcene! 

Officer. He will not be here. 

Mr. Smith. Heaven ſead. 


Enter Goldfinch and a Marker running 1 | 


Goldfinch, Is the match begun ? 2 | 
Marker. The firſt game is juſt over.. 
Goldfinch. Who loft? | 
Marker. The Frenchman ! r 

Goldfinch. Hurrah f | 
Marler. Hurrah !' 
Geldfinch, Damn. the mounſcers! That your ſort! 

[Exit into the court. 

Mr. Smith. That's one of his companions, I 
begin to tremble—Stand aſide ! Here * both 
come ! | 

Officer. Which is he? 

Mr. Suh. The ſecond. | K 


Euter Harry Dornton and Milford, in haſte. 
Harry I hear them! I hear them J. Come 


a'ong ! : 
Milford. Ha, ba, ha 1—Hatry ou would not 

go! Vou were determined! g [ Shout. - 
Harry. Zounds! Come along! [Exit in haſte, 


[ Milford follows him laughing... 
Meer. [Stopping 20 A word. with you, lit, if. 
you pleaſe. 
Milford. With me ? Who are you? What do 
you want ? 
Officer. You are my priſoner. N 
iford. Priſoner ! Damnation! Let me be! 
Meer. I muſt do my duty, fir. 
Milford. Here, here; this is yaur duty. 
[ Pulling out his rurſe. 
Mr. Smith. Advancing] It muſt not be, fir. 
Milford. Mr. Smith !—What, at the ſuit of 


Doraton 2 . 
Mr. Smith 


_— — . mt. Ao — 
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Mr. Sb. Yes, fir, T your on fault, for 
leading his ſon to theſe places, He heard you were 


to bring him here, 
Milford. Furies — Marker! To a Marker paſ- 


ſing) Tell Harry Dornton to come to me inſtantly ! 


Yes, fir. Exit. 
LSBouts.] 


Milford. Zounds! Let me but go and ſee the 


match— 
Mr. Smith. You muſt not, fir. 
Milford. [ To another Marler) e ! 
Marker. Sir! 
Milford. Who wins?” 8 
Murter. The Frenchman has the beſt 4 
Milford. Tell Harry Dornton I am here in trou- 
ble. eſire him to come this moment. 


Marler. Very well. fir. { Shout. 
Milford. L To the Officer ] IN give you ten — 


for five minutes 
Mr. Smith. Take him away, fir. 


"Officer. You muſt come along, fir. 


Milford. [Toa Marker r Have you told 


bim? 


Marler. He can't cone; fr. 


Milford. Very ory welt Finn, Very well! To 


the eond Marker] Well, fir ? 


ander. He would not leave the court for a thou 


_ unds. 


cer. Come, come, fir! [To his two attendants]. 


Bing him along 
Milford. Hands off, ſcoundrels ! CSB Fiends 


DLExcunt. 


| SCENE changes to the Houſe of Mr. Silky 


A Room of Buſmeſs, Ledger, — Int fund, 
r. 1 


Silky diſcovered, and Jacob entering, 


ly Well Jacob 8 ? 
Jace. Yes, ſir, 


Silky, 


/ 
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Silly. Well, and what news? How is be 
Very bad? 

Jacob. Dead, ſir. 

Silky. LOverjoyed] Dead? 

Jacob. As Deborah 

Silly. LAſide] I'm a rag ge man [Aloud] Are 
you ſure he is dead, Jacob? : 
Jacob. I ſaw bim with my own eyes, fir, 

Silly. That's right, Jacob! I'm a lucky man! 


And what ſay the people at the hotel? Do they 


know who he is ? 


Jacob. Oh yes, fir . was rich! A gentle- | 


man in his own country ! 


Silky. And did you take care they ſhould not 


know you ? 


2 To be rage fir! You had given me my 
le i 
Silky. Ay, ay, Jacob! That's right !—You- are 


a fine boy! Mind me, and I'll make a man of you! 
And you think they had beard nothing of his bay- 
ing called on me? 

Jacob. Not a word! | 

Silly. [| Afide] It was a tocky miſtake! [Aloud] 
Well, Jacob! Keep cloſe ! Don't ſay a word, and 
I'll give you—1'll give you a crown ! 

Jacob. You promiſed me a puinea, , fir ! 

Silly. Did I, Jacob? Did I? Well, well! Tit 
give you a guinea! But * cloſe! Did you call at 
the widow Warren's ? 

Jacob. Yes, fir. 

Silly. And will ſhe ſee me? 

Jacob. She deſites you will be there in an bas: 

Silky. Very well, Jacob Keep cloſe! Not a 
word about the foreign gentleman, or bis having 


been here a week ago, or his being taken loddenly 


ill and dying! [Aid] It is a lucky froke !— 


Cloſe, Jacob, my boy 


acob, But give me the guinea, fir ! 
ity. What now, Jacob? 


On. If _ pleaſe, fir., You may " 
; Silly. 
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Sly. Wen, there, Jacob ; there! You'll be a 


rich man, Jacob! A cunning fellow! I read it 
« your countenance, ' Jacob! Cloſe, Jacob, and 
then— ! 

Jacob. Perhaps you'll give me another ? 

Silky. Well ſaid, Jacob! You'll be a great man 
Mind what 1 fay to you, ma you'll be a great man 
— Here's ſomebody coming! Go, Jacob! Cloſe ! 

Jacob. And another guinea F Exit. 

Silly. This is a lucky ſtroke! [ Znter Gold hncꝶ] 
So, Mr. Goldfinch ? What do you want? | 

Goldfinch. Money —A thouſand pounds directly. 

Silly. Fine talking, Mr. Goldfinch! Money's a 
ſcarce commodity ! Aries are tickliſh ! Fs 

Goldfinch. Tellee I. mult have it. 

Silly. Give me but good fecurity, and you know 
Pm you friend. 

Goldfinch, Yes; good ſeemity and fifty per cent. 

Silly. Why look you there now! For all you 
know the laſt annuity I had of you, I gave a full 
hundred more than was offered by your friend Aaron, 
the Jew ! 

Golifinch. My friend ? Your friend! You cob 
logve together! 

"Silly. Hear you now | Por all'you know .I have 
always been your friend ; always ſupplied you with. 
money, have not I? And when I ſaw you running 
to ruin, FE never told you of it, did I? I-was willing 
to make all things eaſy ! 

Goldfinch. Eaſy enough! You have pretty well 
' eaſed me 

Silly. There is your companion, Jack Milford ; I 
ſhall be a heavy loſer by him! 
 Goldfinch, Ah! It's all up with poor Jack! He's 
fixed at laſt! 
Silky. What do you mean? 

Goldfinch. Old Dornton has ſent the Nab-man 
after bim! 

Silly. And arreſted him? 

Goldfinch, Les, he's touched 

Sal. 


„ 
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Silky. LCalling] Jacob! [ Enter Jacob] Run as 
faſt as you can to my good friend Mr. Strawſhoe, 
the attorney, and tell him to take out detainers for 


all the debts I have brought up againſt Mr. Milford! 
Make haſte ! 


Jacob. Yes, fir. Exit. 

Goldfinch, 1 thought: you were Jack Milford's 
friend, too 

Silly. So I am, Mr. Goldfinch; but I muſt prd» 
vide for my family ! 

Goldfinch. Come, come !—The bit !—Tellee 1 
want the cole, directly! Sale at TatterfalPs to- 
morrow morning! Three Pot eight O brood mares 
with each an eclipſe colt! Would not loſe em 
for all Lombard- ſtreet! So will Jeu let me have 
the bit ? 

Silky. Dear, dear! I tell you E-can't, Mr. Gold- 
inch, 

Goldfinch. Then ſame other Jew muſt. 

Silly. Jew | Hear you! Hear you! This it is 
to be the friend of an ungrateful ſpendthrift ! Calls 
me Jew! I, who goes to morning prayers every 
day of my life, and three times to tabernacle on a 
Sunday! 

Goldfinch, Yes! You cheat all day, tremble all 
night, and act the hypocrite the firſt thing in the 
— [ Going. 

Sy. Nay, but ſtay, Mr. Goldfinch | Stay! 
want to talk to you !—I have a ſcheme to make a 
man of you! 

Colafinch. What! ? Bind me *prentice to a uſyrer ? 


Silky. Phaw! Lou are in purſuit of the widow 
Warren ? | 


Goldfinch. Well? 


Silky. Now what will you. give me, and I'll ſecure 
ner to you? 


Goldfinch. You? _ 

Silky. I! 

Gollffnch, Which way ? ? 

Silly. I have a deed in my power, I won't tell 
you what, but I bave it, by which I can make her 


marry 
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marry the man I pleaſe, or remain a widow all ber 
life; and that I am ſure ſhe will never do if ſhe can 


help it. 
Goldfinch. You a deed? © 
Silky. Yes, I. 
Goldfinch, Shew it me ! 
| Silky. Not for twenty thonſand pounds !|—De- 
nd upon me, I bave it! I tell you I'm your 
friend, and you ſhall have her! That is on proper 


| conditions If not, Mr. Goldfinch, you ſhall not 


have her! 


 Goldfinch, Indeed, old Judas! Well, what are 


your conditions? 

Silky. I find the late alderman died worth a hun- 
dred 2 fifty thouſand pounds ! 

Goldfinch. Ay? 

Silky. Every farthing. Mr. GoldBnch 1 ! And 
my conſcience tells me that, riſk and character and 
all things conſidered, I muſt come in for my thirds. 

Goldfinch. Your conſcience tells you that ? 

Silky. Yes, it does, Mr. Goldfinch—Fifty thou- 
ſand is a fair price. | 

Goldfinch. For the ſoul of a miſer. 

Silky. If you'll join me, ſay fo. 

Goldfnch. Fifty thouſand 1 

Silky. Not a canhing leſs! What, will there not 
be a hundred thouſand remaining? 

Goldſinch. Why that's troe !—It will cut a fine 
daſh |! 

Silly. To be ſure it will! Come with me! _ Ill 
draw up a ſketch of an agreement. After which 
we mult ſiglit cunning —The widow is a vain weak 
woman—You mult get her written promiſe ! 

Goldfinch. Written? 

Silky. Under her own hand; with a good round 

nalty in caſe of forfeiture ! 

Gold nch. Well ſaid, old one! 

Silky. Not leſs than twenty thouſand pounds! A 
jury would, grant half! 

Gol fach. Why you're 2 x good one! 


Silly. 


8 
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Silly. That would fecure ſumething, and we would 
ſnack ! 

Goldfinch. Dammee you're a deep one ! 

Silky. Ah, ha, ba, ha! Do you thiok I am, 
Mr. Goldfinch ?—Signed on a ſtamp ! 

Goldfinch. You know a thing or two! 

Silly. Ah, ha, ha, ha! Do you think I do, Mr. 
Goldfinch ? 

Goldfinch. You can teach 'em to bite the bubble! 

Silly. Ab, ha, ha, ha! 1 joke, Mr. Gold- 
finch, you joke ! | 

Goldfinch. But the devil will bave you at laſt! 

Silly. Lord forbid, Mr. Goldfinch ! Don't ter- 

me I hate the devil, Mr. Goldfinch ; indeed 

I do! I hate the name of him! Heaven keep me 
out of his fiery clutches ! | 

Goldfinch. No: he has you ſaſe enough! Bait 
his trap but with a guinea, and he is ſure to find you 
nibbling! 

Silly. Don't talk about the devil, Mr. Gold- 


inch! 7 Pray don't ! Bur think about the widow : 


ſecure her. 
Goldfinch. I muſt have the coal though this even- 
ing ? 
Silly. Don't loſe a moment, Mr. Goldfinch ! 
Goldfinch. Muſt not lofe the Eclipſe colts ! | 
Silky. Pſhaw, Mr. Goldfinch, think leſs of the 
colts and more of the widow! Get her promiſe in 
black and white ! [ Goldfinch going. 
Goldfinch. [Turns] Tellee I muſt have em 
Silky. All will then be ſafe ! 
Goldfinch. Muſt have em [ Exeunt. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT 1. 
SCENE I. The Houſe of the Willow Warren. | 
| | 1 and Sophia at! m 
Jenny. 


On. miſs! U have got ſomething for you! 

Sophia, Something for me! What is it? What 
is it? 

Jenny. [Hor band behind ber] What will you give 
me? 

Sophia. Oh PU give you [Feeling in * pocket 
La, I've got no money! But Ill give you a kiſs, 
and owe you fixpence. 

Jenny. No. A ſhilling without the kiſs. 

.\ Sophia. Well, well, a ſhilkag. | 

Jenny. There then. [Giving her a ſmall parcel. © 

Sophia. La! What is it? | Reads] To Miſs 
« Sophia Freelove.? And ſuch a beautiful ſeal ! 
It's a pity to break it. [ Opening the ' paper ] La! 
* but a plum- cake!!! | 

nny. Is that all? 
Sophia. [ Confedering] Ecod !—Ha, "ID ha, ha, 


ha! I do think—As ſure as ſixpence it is It is!. 


Jenny. Is what ? 

Sophia. Oh la, it is! 5 

Jenny. What's the matter with the gin? 2 

Sopbia. Ecod, Jenny, it is the molt Curious plum- 
cake you ever ſaw ! 

enny. I ſee nothing curious abont it! 

Sophia. Oh but you ſhall ſee | Give me a knife 
Oh no, that would ſpoil all !-—Look you, Jenny, 
— look — Do but look! [| Breaks open the cake and 
finds a valentine} Ha, ba, ha, ha! 1 told you fo! 
The ſweet, dear! [ Kiſs it] Did you eyer ſee ſuch 
a plum- cake in your whole life, Jenny Aud look 


here.! [ Cpening the valentine} Oh, how beautiful! 


— The 
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— The ſhape of a honey-ſuckle n. ſhould that 


mean? — And two doves coving! But here — 
Here's the writing. 


The woodbine ſweet and turtle dove 
Are types of chaſte and faithful love. 
Ah! Were ſuch peace and truth But mine, 


I'd gladly be your Valentine! 


[ Repeating] Were ſuch peace and truth but wine! 
La now, Mr, Dornton, you know they are yours! 

Jenny. So, ſo! Mr. Dornton ſends you valen- 
tines, miſs? 

Sophia. Oh yes, Jenny! He is the kindeſt, 
ſweeteſt, handſomelt gentleman ! 

Jenny. You mult give me that valentine, mils, 

S»phia. Give it you! 

Jenny. Ves. that ] may ſhew it your mamma. 

Sophia, Indeed but don t you think it! I would 
not give you. this. tiny bit of paper, no, not for a 
diamond as big—as big as the whole world !—And 


if you were to tell ma', and ſhe were to take it from. 
me, I'd never love you, nor forgive you, as long as 


I hve!.... 

Jenny. Oh but indeed, miſs, I'm not aha to 
keep ſecrets for nothing! 

Sophia. Nah, Jenoy, you know. I am very good 
to you, And here Here! — Don't tell ma', and 
1 U give you this filver thimble. [ Exit Jenny. 


Enter Widow Warren and My. Sulky. 


IWid:w. You are a very ſhocking perſon, Mr. 


Sulky !— The wild man of the woods broke loofe ! 


Do return to yourkeeper, Good Orang Outang ; 5 


aud don't LY about. to terrify children! 

3 tell you, male, Mr. Milford is, ar- 

Sophia. My brother: 

Kally. Locked as at a bailiff*s in the next flreet. 

Sophia. Oh dear! 

77270 And pray now what is that to me? 
"FX "I Bon 


— — — _ 


- ſeeing me? 
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Sully. Madam! a 
Widow. I am not arreſted. 

Sully. Would you were! 

Wilow. Oh the lavage ! | 

Sully. The pitileſs only ſhould feel pain. The 
ne alone ſhould be encloſed by walls of 
lone. 

Sopli Don't be croſs with ma', ſir: I'm ſure 
ſhe'll releaſe my brother. | | 

Widow, You are fare, minikin ? 

Sophia. Yes, mag for I am ſure no ſoul on earth 
would ſuffer a fellow creature to lie and pine to 
death, in a frightful dark dungeon, and fed with 
bread and water! | 

Sully. Your late huſband recommended the pay- 
ment of his ſon's debts, | 

IWVidow. Recommended? 

2 | 
It idow, But leaving it to my own prudence, 
Sully. More's the pity. be 9 , 

Widow. Which prudence I ſhall follow. _ 

Sally. It will be the firſt time in your life - Von 
ao yet followed prudence, you always ran before. 

; hia. Nay, come, dear ma', I am ſvre yon 
have a pitiful heart! I am ſure you could not reli 
in your bed if my poor brother was in prifon ! 

Widow. Hold your prattle, child ! 

Sophia. Ah! I'm ſure you'll make him happy 
and pay his debts ! 

Widow. Why, Jenny!! DCalling. 

Fah, You sean??? 1 

Widow. Jenny ! | | [ Enter Jenny. 
Sophia. La, 4. fir, have patience | 

Sully. Lou are an angel !—And you are—! 

N [ Exh 

| Sophia. Nay pray, fir, do ſtay ! [Exit following. 
idow. I am glad the monſter js gove! He is 

a very intolerable perſon !—Pray, Jenny, how did 
it happen that Mr. Dotnion went away without 


Enter 
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Enter Servant and Mr. Silky. 


Servant. Mr. Silky, madam. 

IVidow, Leave us, Jenny. [Exit F.nny] Soy 
Mr. Sitky—What is this very urgent buſineſs. of 

ours? 0 | a: I ES v4.1 WT 
: Silly. [ Looking round) Are we ſaſe, madam ? 
Will nobody interrupt us; nobody over-hear us? 

Ilidow: No, no— But what is the meaning of all 
this caution? 1 . 

Silly. [ After ſuſtening the dug, and careſully drau- 
ing the Will from bis pocket} Do you know this hand- 
writing, madam ? 13 

IVidow. Ah !—It is my poor old dear man's, I 
ſee. E | | 
91 You have heard of a will he left in France? 

IVidow. Pilaw !” Will indeed? He left no will! 

Silky. Yes, he did, madam, hy 

Widow. I won't believe it! He loved me too 
well to rob me of a fingle guinea! Poor fimple 
foul! I was his darling! 

Silky. His dailing, madam ?—With your per- 
miſſion, I will juſt read a ſingle clauſe in which his 
darling is mentioned! Look, madam; it is tlie 
alderman's hand 1 [ Reads] * But as I have ſomes 
times painfully ſuſpected the exceflive affeQtion - 
* which my ſaid wife, Winifred Warren, profeſſed 
for me during my deeline, and that the. ſolemn 
proteſtat ions ſhe made never to-marry again ſhould . 
© ſhe ſurvive me, were both done with Gaiker views, 
wit is my will that, ſhould ſne marry, or give a 
legal promiſe of marriage, written or. verbal, that 
* ſhe ſhall be ent off with an annuity of hx hundred 
n year; and the reſidue of my effects in that caſe 
to be equally divided bet ween my natural Tong Joba 
6 — „and my wife's daughter, Sophia Free- 
love.“ 

Widow. Six hundred a year! An old dotard! 
„ To imagine that a woman of my elegant ideas 
could exiſt on ſix hundred 'a year?” © Brute ! 

| e E 3 Maouſler 


« 


42 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


Monſter! I hate him now as heartily-as when he 
_ 7 But prays fir, how came you by. this 
vw N 

Silky. Why -it was odd enough ! P And yet eaſy 
enough ! ! My name is Silky, madam— #* 

. Sith And you know the excoutor's name is 

ulk y- 

Widow, Well? 

Silt, ' The gentleman that delivered it only made 
a miltake:of a letter,” and gave it to Lon Silky in- 
ftead of to Mr. Sulky ! 

Widow And where is that gentleman? ? 

Silky. Ah, poor man He is dead ! 

Widow. Dead ? | 

. Silly. And gone ery Was taken in Ne very 
night he parted from me, went to his hotel, was 
#.rutto bed in A high fever, and carried off in lefs 
* than a week.“ 

Widow. And does Mr. Sulky know of this will 
banks dehvered'? X 

Sitky. Not a ſyllable ! It's all clofe and fmooth ! 

Widow. 50 much the better Come, give it r 
dd J 

Silly. Basse me ethere, madam! I can't do that ! 

dow. Why ſo! 

Silty, My — won't let met- I mult . 
vide for my family} 

Widow, And pray what proviſion is this will to 
make for your family, Mr. Silky? | 

Silky. Why, wadam, I have a propoſal—You 
know the: power of your own charms! | 

| Widow. Which I believe is more than you do, 
Mr. Silky —- 

Silky. Hab! Don't ſay ſo, madam ! Don't ay 
fs \— Would | were a handſome, rich and well-born 
youth! But you know Mr, Goldfingh ?—Ah, ha, 
ba, ha! I could tell you a fecret ! 

Widow. What, that he is dying for me, 1 ſoppo- e : 

Silly. Ah — 80 ſmitten he talks of nothing elſe ! 

Widow. And is that any ſecret, think you? 

Silly. 


— 
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| Silly. The alderman I find died worth more than 


a plum and a half — 
Widow. Well ? | 
Silly. I have talked the matter over with my 
friend, Mr. Goldfinch, and he thinks it but reaſon- 
able, that for a ſecret of fo much importance, which 
would almoſt ſweep the whole away, I ſhould receive 
one third. | of Þ 
IWidew. Fifty thoufand pounds, Mr. Silky? 
Silly. I can't take lefs. | | 
Widow. Why you are a greater rogue than even 
I thought you ! . 210 THEE © 
Silly. Lord, madam, it's noroguery | It's only 
a knowledge of the world! A young huſband with 
a hundred thouſand pounds, or poor fix hundred a 
year Without any huſband! | 
' Widow. You are a very ſtocking old mifer, Mr. 
Silky! A very repulſive ſort of a perſon! What 
heart you had is turned to ſtone ! You are inſenſfible 
of the power of a pair of fine eyes! But I have 
made a conqueſt that places me beyond your reach 
Il mean to marry Mr. Dornton?' © 
Silly. [Surpriſed] What! Old Mr. Dornton, 
madam ? F R 
Widow. Old Mr. Dornton, man ?—T never (aw 
the figure in my life! No! The gay and gallant 
young Mi. Dornton ! The pride of the city, and 
the lawful monarch of my bleeding heart ! 
Silly, Ha, ha, ha! Young Mr. Dornton! 


Widow. So = may take your will and light your | 


fires with it! You will not make a penny of it in 
any other way. Mr. Sulky, the executor, is Mr. 
Dornton's partner, and when I marry Mr. Dornton, 
he will never jnfli& the abſurd penalty. 

Silly. Ha, ba, ha! No, madam! When yon 
marry Mr. Dornton, that he certainly never will ! 


But if any accident ſhould happen to prevent the 


match, you will then let me hear from you? 
| Widow. Lord, good man! Don't mention the 
borrid idea! Do leave me to my delightful medi- 


tations! I would indulge in ſoft ſenſibility and 


dreams 
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. of bliſs; and not be diaurbed by dead men's 
wills, or the ſordid extortions of. an avaricious old 
roger * | 

Silly. Very well, madam ! The ſecret for the 
prefent remains between ourſclves! You'll be fileot 
for your own ſake! Quly remember, ba, ha, ha! 
If you ſhould want me, I live at Number 40. My 
name is on the door. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Dornton 1 
Good morning, madam! Mr. Dornton! Ha, ha; 
ha! You'll fend if you ſhould want me? 

| 1 1 | [ Exit. laughing. 

Widow. Jenny! [Calling] | 

| | Later Jenny. 


Jenny. Ma%am | 

Widow. As I was ſaying, Jenny, pray how did 
it happen that Mr. Dornton went: away without: 
ſeeing me? 
| Jenny, Indeed; ma' am, I don't Know. 

_. Widow. Cruel youth ! 
Jen, I'm ſure; matam,, I wonder liow you. can 
like him better than Mr. Goldfinch ! 

Widow. Mr. Goldfinch is-very well; Jenny—But: 

r. Dornton! Oh incomparable ! 

Tarp, I am ſure, ma'am, if I wes a ich lady, 
and a havdſome lady, and a fine lady. like you, L 
ſhould ſay Mr. Goldfinch for my money! 

WH 2 Should you, Jenny :— Well, I don't 
know—[, Languiſhing. ] 

Goldfinch. Ci about] Tellee I muſt fee her. 

Widow. As I live here he comes !—He is ſuch a 
boiſterous perſon ! | Goes to the glaſs] How do I 
luck, Jenny? LI proteſt my face is of all colours! 

Jenny. [ Significantly after examining] You had bets 
ter. go up to your toilette for a minute. 

Widow. That ſmooth. tongued old extortioner 
has put me into ſuch a nnn t let ** 8% 
Jenny. — 

Jenny. Never fear ma'am. IP 
V ue 1. not ſtay too long Exit. 
"Das 1 101 Enter 


tt 


A coM E D v. 7 


1 a Fall. | | 


Goldfach. Here I am— All alive. 

Jenny. Dear! What's the matter? 

Gol fich. Safe and ſound! Fine kick up! 

Zenny. Have you been thrown ? | 

Goldfinch. Pitched fave-and-twenty feet into a 
ditch—Souſe ! 

Dear me 

e Pretty commence !. No mat ter- -Limbs 

whole Heart ſound—That's your ſort! 

Jenny. Where did it happen? 

Goldfinch. Bye road — Back of Ilington— Had 
them tight in hand too Came to a ſhort turn aud 
a narrow lane—Up fled a damned darcing-maſter's 
— they went Road repairing 
—Wheelbarrow in the way—Crafh—Out flew I— 
Wbiz— Fire flaſhed Lay ſtunned— Got up 
Looked fooliſh—Shafts broke —Sparler 3nd Black- 
guard both down — Black- and. all· black paying away, 
panntis ſmaſhed; traces cut, Snarler lamed. 

Jenny. Terrible! 

Goldfnch. Damned mad Curſed a few, cut up 
Black-and-all-black, horſewbipped Tom, took coach 
and drove here like a devil in a whielwind! 

Jenny. Tis very well your neck's not broke | 

Goldfinch. Little ſtiff— No —— na all 

dancing-maſters and their umbrellas ! 
enny.. You had better bave been here, Me. 
Goldfinch. You ſtand ſo long, ſhilly hally, that 


; you'll be cut qut at laſt, If you had hut a licence 


now in your pocket, I'd undertake 1 to ere hip 


married in half an hour! 


 Goldfinch. Do you think o? n⁰αοhοανν alu 
Fenny. Think ? I'm ſure on' t. 
Gola fach. Dammee, I' paſt — and — one 


—Muſt not loſe her; the game's up if I do 

Muſt have her! Be true to me, and I'll ſecure yon 
nd 3 I'll be back from the Commons in a 
| Cc 4 


Enter 


\ 


45 TEE ROA ro RUuIx | 


Eater the Widow Warren. 

Goldfinch. Ah! Widow! Here am I ! [ Runs up. 

to her, kiſſes her boifleroufly, and dirties her clothes. 

Ii idow. | proteit, Mr. Goldfinch !+ Was ever 

the like k—f Looking at herfelf Þ 
Goldfinch. Never mind, bruſh off—I'm the lad 4 

— Been to Hatchet's—Beſpoke the weddivg-coach. 
N idi w. But—Sir— 8150 5 
Geoldfinch. Pannels {tripe painted Hammer. cloth 

fringed—Green and white Curtains feſtooned 

Patent wheels Silver ſw niture—Alt flaſh= Light 

as a bandbox— Trundle and ſpin after my greys like 

a Tandem down hill Paſs—Shew em the road— 

Whwr— Whizz-gig!— That's your ſort l 
Widow, It will be ſuperb! 

Goldfinch, Superb? ¶ With- contempt} —Tellee it 
will be the thing !—The go—The ſtare— Tbe gape 
— The gaze — The rich widow and the tight one ! 
— There they go! - Away they bowl! That's your 
ſort! LOT 

Widow. *. You have a taſte for theſe thingy, 
„% Mr. Goldſinch!““ 8 

| Goldfinth, © Taſte !———Believe I have Who 
© more ?——Phaetons and 'curricles, parks and 
pleaſure-· grounds Up hill-and'down— High-ways 
and bye-ways“ —l'm the boy that ſhall drive 
ou . | ; 1 

Widow, Pardon me, Mr. Goldfinch ; if a certain 
event were by the wiſe diſpoſition of Providence to 
take place, I ſhould tbink proper to drive. 

' - 'Goldfinch: You. drive — If you do, damn me! 
Widow: Sir ' n A 
Goldfinch. I'm ehriſtened and called Charles— 

Charlæs Goldfinch— Phe knowing Lad that's not to 

be had Winter and ſummet— Fair weather and 

foal= Low ruts or no ruts Never take a falſe quar- 
tet. No, no, widow— I drive — Hayait t—Ah !— 

Ab- Get on —8t—8.— Touch Whitefoot in the 

flank— Fickle Snazler in the ear— Cut up the 


vO 0 oo WW 


AN OM E Y FV. 


Velper— Take out a fly's eye — Smack, crc 
That's your ſort. 
Widow. 1 aſſure you, Mr. Goldfinch, you ent- 
tain very improper ſuppoſitions concerning— ' 
Goldfinch. Go for thelicence—[ Going 
Widow. Nay but ſurely, Mr. — 
Goldfinch. Go for the Feence—Refolved—Taken 
it here. ¶ Pointing to his ſorchead] © 
Widow. If retroſpect and and affection threw 
no other obſtacles in the way—Yet the—the World 
Prudence. 
Geldfinch. The World 14 Ptodesee L- Dams the 
World—Damn Prudence. 
Widow. Oh but, fir 
Goldfinch. The world nor nobody elſe has nothing 
to do with neither your prudence nor mine — We'll 
be married immediately 
Widow. n,. Mr. Goldſinc h! 
{Undecided | 1 
Goldfinch. What, you won't ? 
Widow. Nay, Mr. Goldfinch—I—do * 
lutely renunciate - But I wiſh—. -- 
4 Goldfnch. It was over— Know you 4000 for the 
721 
Widow. Pray ,—Dear Mr. Goldfinch— 
Goldfinch. Go for the licence, I tellee. 
Widow. Only a word 
Gold ſinch. To the wiſe—Pm he—Go for the 
licence — That's your ſort ! [ Exit. 
* idow. Mr. Goldfinch 1 declare — 
Exit following. 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of Dornton, 
Mr. Dornton and Mr. Smith. — 


Dornton. Still the ſame hurry, the ſame crowd, 
Mr. Smith ? 


Mr. Smith. Much the fame, fir : the houſe never 


experienced a day fike this! Mr. Sulky thinks we 
ſhall nicver get through. | 


Dornt Ons 
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on. Is Milford taken? 

vir. Smith. Yes, fir. | 

ernten. Unprincipled prodigal! My ſon owes 

-uin to him alone. But he ſhall ſuffer ! | 

Mr. Smith, My young er, tradeſmen are 
waiting. 

Dornten.. Bid chem.comm 5 in. [Exit Mr. Smith] 
All my own fault, my own fond folly! Denied 
him nothing, encouraged him to ſpend; and now 
« the unnatural father can cooly think of turning 
„him on the wide pitileſs world; there to ſtarve, 
« pine in'a priſon, rot in Ae ons _ 
« rheums, loathſomeneſs“ ? 


Re enter Mr. Smith 1 by Tradeſmen. 


| Mit: Smith. This way, gentlemen! _ 01 
Dornton. Zounds! What an army! A viſe 
thoughtleſs profligate 1“ Yes, yes, miſery be his 


« portion ; he merits it!“ 
8 Enter Servant. y 
Servant. IT, To Mr. Dirnton], You are wanted in 


the counting houſe, fir. 

Dornton. Very well. I'll be with you in a mo- 
ment, gentlemen—Abandoned ſpendthrift ! 

[Exit followed by Mr. Smith. 

Firſ T. I don't like all this! What does it mean? 

Second T. Danger! 
Third T. He has been a good cuſtomer—Nove 
of your punctual paymaſters, that Jook over their 
accounts. 

Firſt T. Ob, a different thing! Nothing to be 
got by them—Always take care to affront them. 

Second T.. Perhaps it is a trick of the old gentle- 
man, to inſpect into our charges. 
Third T. I don't like that Rather hear of any 
tax than of taxing — bill, 

225 T. Humph! Tradeſmen begin to _nuder- 
ſand tl e and allow a reaſonable . 
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Second F. Can't have leſs * key per cent. for 
retail erdit trade! 

Third T. To be ſure rot; if a man ag would live in 
file, and ſave a fortune as he ought. 
Firft T. Huſh! Miud—All devilith hard run 


Omnes. Certainly ! 
Froſt T. Not a guinea: in the houſe !—To-mor- 


J row 8 Saturday — Hem ! P 5 4 

” Re-enter Mr. 8 1 
4 

* 

» 


— Dornton. Your fervant, gentlemen, your Dee. 
Pray how n! it that you, Wig * N 
in here? 55 

Firft T. We received notice, fir. | 

4 Vou have none of you any demands up- 


me? 

| "Fit 7. Happy to ſerve you, be, Ip 

; "Seed Z. We ſhall all be glad of your cuſtom, fir. 
mnes, All, all!“ 

Dornion. And do you eme pech to be paid? 

4 T. Money, fir, is always agreeable ! | 

cond : Tradeſmen find it a ſcarce commodity ! ' 
Third T. Bilb come round quick. ! 1 | 

Fourth T. Workmen mult eat ! We 

Second T. For my part I always give a gentleman, 
who is a gentleman, his own time, 

, 2 underſtand yo Ang what are you, 
ſir w who,ſcem to ſtand apart pom 151 reſt? 

7790 Yer: A hoſier, fir, I am unworthy the « company 
of theſe honelt gentlemen, who live i in ſtyle. 1] ne- 
ver aſſront 2 punctual pa maſter, not I: and, what 
they will think ſtrange, Tr more by thoſe who do 
look over their bills, than that "hg do not! | 

Fig 7. Humph 

Second * Blab! 10 [Afide. 

1 Z. Shab! J | 
wil, 8 And what, may be: the amouat of your 

r.? 

Hafer. A trifle; for which I have n no right to al, 
Dornios. No . What flo. you mean ? 

12 4. Haſier. 


U 
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 Hofier. Your ſon, fir, made me what I am; re- 
deemed me and my family from ruin; and it would 
be an ill requital of his goodneſs to come here, like 
a dun, at ſuch a time as this ; when [-would rather, 
if that could help him, give him every ſhilling I have 
in the world. 

Dornton. Would you? Would you? \Greatly 
affecd ]—You look like an honeſt man But what 
do you do here then? 

Haſſer. Mr. Dornton, fr, koew T ſhould be un- 
willing to come, and ſent me word he would never 

ak to me more if I did not ; and; rather than 
offend him, I would eyen come here on a bulineſs 
like this. 

Dornton. [Shakes him by the Band] You are an 
honeſt fellow! An unaccountable—- ! And ſo Harry 
has been your friend ? 

Hofer. Yes, fir ; a liberal-minded friend ; for he 
Jent me money, though [ was ſincere enough. to tell 
bim of his faults. 

Dornton. Zounds, fir! How came yon to be a 
weaver of ſtockings? 

Hofier. 1 don't know, fir, how 1 came to be at 
all; 1 only know that here I am. 

Doraton. A philoſopher ! 

Hoſier. L am not fond of titles, fir—I'm a man. 

Daornton. Why i is it not a ſhame, now, that the 
ſoul of Socrates ſhould have erept and hid irfdlf in 
the body of a ſtocking weaver ? Give me your bill ! 
Hofer. Excuſe me, fir. 

Dornton. Give me your bill, I tell you Ty pay 
this bill myſelf. 

Hofier. I cannot, muſt not, fir. 

Dornton. Sir, I infift on — Enter Harry Dornton] 
So, fir! (Turning angrily round] Why have you 
aſſembled theſe people into whole debt you have 
diſhoneſtly run, wanting the power to pay; and who 
have as diſhoneſtly truſted you, hoping to profit exor- 
1 by your extravagance ? 

Harry. Oh, fir, you don't knew them! They 
at: 
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are very complaiſant, indulgent, kind of people. Are 
not you, gentlemen? | „5 

Firſt 7. Certainly, fir, 

Omnes. Certainly. re, 

Harry. Be kind enougli to wait a few minutes 
without, my very good friends. [ Zxeunt. T radeſmen. ] 
Mr. Williams—{, Takes bit band | 

Hgſier. Sir—- 2 Ls 

Dornton. How dare you introduce this ſwarm of 
locuſts here? How dare you? 


% 


Harry. ¶ With continued good humour] Deſpair, fir, 


is a dauntleſs hero. 
Dornton.. Have you the effrontery to ſuppoſe that 
FE can or ſhall pay them: — What is it you meau ?: 
Harry. To let you ſee. I have creditors, 
Dornion. Cheats! Bloodfuckers !' - 
Harry. Some of them: but that is my fault 


They muſt be paid. Ys 
.. Dornton. Paid! 

Harry. The innocent muſt not ſuffer for the 
guilty. 


Dorntan. Y.ou will die in an.alms houſe ! 

Harry. May be ſo; but the orphan's and the wi- 
gdow's.curſe ſhall not meet me there! 

Dornton. Harry! Zounds-! [Checking his fond. 
neſc)} Paid! Whom do you mean to rob? 

Harry. My name is Dornton, fir. | 

Dornton. Are you not? [ Wanting words.] 

Harry. Yes, ſir. ed 

Dornton. Quit the room! Begone! 


Harry. Tou are the beſt of men, fir, and I—!' 


But I hate whining. Repemtance is a pitiful ſcoun- 
dre}, that never brought back. a ſingle yeſterday, 
Amendment is a fellow of more mettle—But it is 
too late—Suffer I ought, and ſuffer I muſt—My 
debts of honour diſcharged, do not let my tradeſmen 
go unpaid. _ _. | | 

Dornton. You have ruined me! | 

Harry. The whole is but five thouſand pounds ! 

LDornton. But ?—The counter is loaded with the 
deſtruction you have brought upon us all! ö 

F 2 8 Harry, 
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Harry. No, no—I have been a fad fellow!” but 
not even my extravagance can ſhake this houſe, 


Enter Mr. Smith, in conflernstion. Ma 


Mr. Smith. Bills are pouring in ſo faſt upon us we 
ſhall never get through ! 

Harry. [Struck] What !— What is that you ey! 2 

Mr. Smith. We have paid our light gold ſo often 
over that the people are very furly ! | 

Dornton. Pay it no more !—Sell it inſtantly for 
what it is worth, diſburſe the laſt guinea, and ſhut up 
the doors! 

Harry [ Taling Mr. Smith afide] Are you ferious? 

Mr. Smith. Sir ! 

Harry | Impatiently] Are yon ſerious, I fay * 
Is it not ſome trick to impoſe upon me? 

Mr. Sinith! Look into the ſhop, ſir, and convince 
yourſelf !—If we have not a ſupply in half an hour 
we mult ſtop! Exit. 
Harry {Wildlz)} Tol de rol-My faber! Bir | 
Turning away] ls it poſſible — Diſgraced 
Ruined In reality ruined ?—By me ?—Are theſe 
things ſo ? Tol de rol— - 

Daornton. Harry !—How you look n frighten 
me! 

Harry. | Starting] It mal be done! 

Dornton. What oo you ry Calm yourſelf, 
Harry! * *& Ren b# 

— Ay! By dees N e pgs 

Dornton. Hear me, Harry ! | 

Harry. This inſtant! [Gomg] !)! 

— [Calling] Harry! 

Harry. Don't droop!'! TReturning)]\ Don't de- 
ſpair rr find relief gr! Firſt fo my friend 
-— He cannot fail ! But if he ſhotld - Why ay, 
then to Megeral—I will marry her, in ſuch a _ 
were ſhe fifty widows, and fifty furics ! 

Dornton. Calm yourſelf, Harry! 

Harry. I am calm! Very calm le ſhall be 


done Dort be dejeted— You are my . 
ou 


2 ad iwndsl .Ad 
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You were the firſt of men in the firſt, of cities— 
Revered by the good and reſpected by the great— 
You flouriſhed proſperouſly !—But.you had a ſon! 
AI remember it! 

Dornton. Why do on roll your eyes, Harry: 25 

Larry. I won't be long away 

Dornton. Stay where. you are, Harry! [Catching 
his hand] All will, be well! I am very. happy! 
Do not, leave me !—I am very happy Indeed L 
am, Harry! Very happ 

Harry. Tol de. e bleſs you, fir! You 
are.a worthy; gentleman I'll not be long! 

Dornton.- Hear me, Harry !—T am very app; 1 , 


Enter a Clerk; 


rel. Mr. Smith, fir, defires to know ke 
we may ſend to the bank for a thbuſand pounds 


worth of filver ? 
Harry. [Furiouſly] No, Scoundrel ! 
[ Breaks away and Exit. 


Dornton. C Halling and almef 2 2 Harry 1 
Harry !—T am. very happy ! Harry Doraton !— 


hi 2 a kind of flupor] | am. very happy !—Very 
happy [Exit following. : 


SCENE clunger to the Honſe of Mr. Silky. 
/ 
Mr. Silky and Jacob, 


Silly, Mr. Goldfinch' not called yet, Jacob ?? 

Jacob. No, fir. 

Silky. Nor any meſſage from the widow ? 

Jacob. No, fir. [ Knocking heard] 

Silky See who knocks; Jacob! [ Exit, Jacob] I: 
dare ſa ay it is one or t'other ! They muſt come to 
me at laſt! | 


Enter Harry Dornton in wild hafle, ſolloæving Jacob. 


Harry. Entering] Are you ſure he is at home ? 

' Hacob; He is here, ſir. © [Exit; 

Harry. Mr. — [ Panting] Pr 
* | Silty.. 
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Silky. Ah! My dear Mr. Dornton, bow do you 
do? I hope you are very well! Fam exeeegingly rr 
glad to fee you ! This call is ſo kind, ſo condeſcen 


ing! It gives me infinite pleaſure! 


Harry. Mr. Silky, you muſt inflantly grant we a 


| favour! J 
Silly. A favour! What is it? How can I ferve b 
vou? I would run to the world's end. 
Harry. You muft eſs your whole friendſhip! 
Silly. Friengſhip, . fir? Say duty! Twas you n 


that made a man of me! I ſhould have been 
ruined, in the bench, I. know not where or what, 


had you not come forward and ſupported me at t 
the eritical moment! And now 1 cau — the | 
world! If 


| Harry: [Impatiently) Hear me ! I tw you can. 

Silly. O yes! The ſum you lent, me, a lucky 
ſpeculation, five years of continual good ſertune, 
and other little lifts have made me ! I won't ſay 
what—Bovt, your father and perhaps another or two 
excepted, I ſay perhaps, Ie my head with the 
proudeſt . 

Harry. Why then Lam a fortunate- man ! * 

Silty. To be ſure you are! How can I feive 
you? What can Ido? Make me happy! 

Harry. You can reſeue me from phrenſy ! 

Silky. Can II am proud! HFafinitely happy! 
—What? How? I am a lucky fellow! Tell 
me which way ?—Where can I run = What can I 
do? 

Harry: [Dread ing] The requeſt 1s ferious—try- 
ing! 

5117. 8⁰ a the better! 80 much the better! f 
Whom would 1 ſerve if not you ?—You ! ! The fon 
of the firſt man in the city! | 

Harry. { Wild] You miltake ! SEP | 

Silly. I don't! You are, you. are + Doroton t 
and Co. may challenge the Vd the walk of . 
Hope' perhaps excepted! 4 = 7 ih 

Harry. Woefully miſtaken ! | 0 

Silly. Pooh 0 þ 

Harry. 


x 
r 
| 
0 


- 


AcOM'EDY:' 55 


Harry. Our houſe i is in danger of fopping pay- 
ment © f 
Silky, Sir: — Stop payment! | 
Harry. My follies are the cauſe. 2 5 
Silky. Stop payment! | 
Harry. 1 bave dot Sev uſed to 5 af fry 
but— * 
Silky. Stop payment! 
Harry. Scoru me, curfe we, * me, but ſave 
my father! | 
So: Sto payment! 5 
Harry. t means this aeration in your coun- 
'tenanee 2 
Silky. Ob dear, 20 "Ha, ha, ha ! . Not. in the 
leaſt! Ha, ha, ha, i aſſure you, I, I, I— | 
Harry. L have told . you 805 btuation. Vom felt 
and two other friends mult jointly fupport my father, 
by , your credit, to the amount. of fifty thoufand 
pounds—Mark me !— Muſt! 1 
Silly. Fifty thoufand ounds, Mr. nog? 
Fifty t theoufand pl pounds! Are you dreaming? Me:? 
Fiſty thouſand pounds! Me? Or half the fun 7 
Or a fifth of the ſum? Me! al! g 
FR Merry. Prevaricating "1 ound——! Hen me, 
1 


19 N 
T | 


its 


V3; 


+ 


Silly, 2 fear] Ves, be 
Harry. I muſt be calm—[ Burfling or] Are yon 
not a— f 1 fay—Sir—You have yourſelf 2 40 
me of, Your bility, and k muſt imſiſt, obſerve, 'fi 
1 0 on your F itomplate peiforwance of Tl uf "a 
of duty!” © 

. Dotz, and, fifty thouſand e po. And 
von mad, Mr. Dorntod ? Are vod mad? Or d 
vou 'thiok me mad? | . 

„Harry. I think you the baſeſt of withdtest-" 

Silly. Nay, Mr. Dornton, F would do any thing 
ta ſerve you | | Any thing, * proteft w Heaven *— 
Would go a Where, run 

7 Of my errands, pe my es! 1 
dirty menial office that coſt you nothing And khis 
you, call . your gratitude ? 2 2 

Silly. 
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Silky. Is it not, Mr. Dornton? 
' Harry. | His * riſing] And will * gire no 
help to the houſe? 

Silly. Nay, Mr. Dornton— 4 

Harry. After the favours. you have been for years 
receiving) the profeſſions you have been daily making, 
and the wealth you have by theſe means been hourly 
acquiring! Will you not, fir?” | 

Silky, [ Retreating] Nay, Mr. Dornton— ! 

Harry Will you not, fir ?- FL 

Silky. Don't hurt a poor old man! Ican' t! 

. Harry., 155 ixing, ſoaking. lim. and FE im 
from him] Scoundrel | [ Exit... 

Silly. Bleſs my hearts! * payment — The 
houſe of Dornton . Fi, thouſand pounds ?—L. 
declare: I am all of a tremble! James !. Wiley 3 3, 

Emer two Clerks, -- 
Have we any. bills on the houſe of Dornton? 

Firſt Clerk, 1 have juſt been examiniag che bels, 
ſic. We:bave bills to the amount of — 

89 How much? ö. How. LILY ? A thouland 

nds ? 

Fir Ekri. Tiber, . 

Silly. Three! Three thouſand.? 2 Bleſs my EW 

Firſt Clerk. We heard the news the very n 
after young Mr. Dornton came ia! 

Silly,. Run, pay- che bills ay; * 

Fin Clint. Where, ſit? 

. Silky, Any where“ Ang Nm vil. take. em,. 
Run with, them, to my. dear friepd, Mr. Smallvare; 
it is too far for him to have 3 of the craſh: 
Begone l. Don't leaye him-l-, Give my, very beſt 
reſpeRs to him! He will oblige, me -nfingely ! 
Fly! [Ext Firſt Clerk] And go you, James, to 
the clearing, houſe, and get it. whiſpered among the 
clerks. Then, if there are any of Doraton's bills 
to be. bought at fifty, per cent diſcount, let me know. 
I will buy up all I can Exit Clerk], It's a ſafe 

ulation 2:1 know, Fe bouſe; there, pol be 2 
good round dividend. FRED Exit. | 


END OB, 10. THIRD ar. ay 
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SCENE = The Houſe of the r et Warren: 


* & x 


Euler hoy; vllewed by. Harry Dornton, ob with 
an oppreſſe heart, but half drunt ' with wine and 


 Paſſior on, ume the appearance Y, wild and exce ar 
8 2 15 « i 1 


„Hurry 144 1 


A WAY, Handmaid of Hecate! Fly! » 

Zenny. Lord, fir, you don't mean as yon ſap ! 
Harry. Will you degone, Cerberea — Invite my 
Goddeſs to deſcend in a golden ſhower, * EIT A 


relieve theſe racking doubts. ' 


* 


« Sorhiia't | 
Harry. Prime Tormentix to the res, be- 
gone! 
Jenny, „What, ar, to my old milreſ ? 
Harry. © Hear you ?—Yes } 1 want an old 
« miltreſs, with her old gold, inſtantly to relieve 
an injured old man Tol de rol— Vaniſh, daughter 
of Nox! Tell her what a gay and > irons humour 


am in—Tol de rol.” F +05, Uh 105 
Enter Widow, and Exit 1257 di ied, 


"Widow. [Smiling] Mr. Dornton ! r 

Harry. Widow i — Here am 1 — Phaeton the ſe- 
cond hurled from, my flaming car ! I come butting 
with fierce 'defires devoptly bent on committing the 
deadly fin of matrimony ! May thele things be? 
Speak, my ſaving Auger! 

Widow. * Fie upon yon! "How" tha you throw 
one iuto ſuch an inſuperable trepidation of ſpirits ; y 

Harry. * Will you have me ?—Pronounce hut the 
* bleſſed Yes, and I am thine for ever and for aye. 

Wid, 


' Jenny 46 Goildeſs —1 knew 5. you meant wiſe 
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1 Widow. * Dear Mr. Dornton—! You—I— 
Harry. Ay, ay—I know very well-—The for- 
« mal No, the crimfon bluſh, the half-conſenting 
« fide-glance, the heſitating yes, the palpitation 
« violent We'll ſuppoſe them af{— There, there !. 


„l have ated them aver, and the parſon's tragi- 


*. cal farce is going to begin!“ NS 
Widow. Nay, but— ! Dear Mr. Dornton! 
Harry. Do not. imagine, amiable widow, that I 
am mad ?—No, no, no !—f With an hyfteric laugh] 
Only a little flighty—Left my father furiouſly, 
drank three bottles of Burgundy franticly, flew in, 


amorous phrenſy to the attack, and will carry the 


place or die an the ſpot! Powder and poifon await 
my choice; and let me tell you, ſweet widow, I 
am , man of my word. So you'll have me, won't 
YOU SE | ; py; | = _—_— ADS 
. Widow. Oh, Mr. Doraton—! -. , 
Harry., Why yon would not ſee my father periſh ?. 
Would you? And me expire! Would you? 

Widow.. Am I ſo,very cruel? | 

Harry. Then ſay yes — Ves ar—Piſtok-—Dag». 
gers— Cannon balls ! I 

Widow. Ves, ſir, yes, yes! *© 
Harry. Hold, fair widow !' Kind widow, hold-! 
Be not raſh ! ! am the verieſt. villain Avoid me! 
A ͤruined— ! But that were indeed a trifle—- 
My father! Him! Him have 1 ruined! Heard 

u that? Bring forth your hoards! Let him once 
more be himſelf, and bid me Kiſs the duſt Þ 

Widow. © Afide] ** Elegant youth! { Aloud] Ah 
« you flatterer ! I aun you have becu a little 
Harry. Alitile! Oh! Ha, ha, ha! — Widow, 
4% J am a fad, fellow !—A damned ſad dog !—]- 
de tell you I have ruined. my fathey—A prince of 


< fathers! Who, had I not been a raſcal, would 


e have given me his ſoul!' And I have ruined 
& him !—Ruined him !- Beware of me !—Fly.me ! 
G. .—Yct ſhould you ?—Riſc Imps of night ! 1 

. «© -have 


40 
66 
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« have I ſworn to find ſome means to fave a 
« father from deſtruction, and I will keep 2 oath 
46 though— ! 458 

"Widow. Oh fie! How can you deri one ſo? 
Harry. And wilt thou, widow, be his ſupport ? 
r Eagerly) Wilt thou? 

IWVidow. Cruel queſtion! How can. deny? 

88 Immortal bleſſings upon thee! My fa- 
ther ! 

Widow. Will be all rapture to hear— ! 

Harry. Will he ?—Words of comfort !—Will 
10 e buxom, fair and bounteous dame, whoſe 
« treaſures can reſtgre his tottering fortuue to their 
« wonted ſplendour! Ha! Will he? Will he!“ 

Widow. * Certainly, Mr. Dornton, he cannot be 
« diſpleaſed at ſuch a choice.“ 

Harry. [Sales his head) Ah, ha, ha, ha! 
[Sigh] You don't know my father! A ' firaoge 
affeionate—! That loves me— ! Oh! He—1 
And you ſee how I uſe him! Vou ſye how I uſe 
kim? But no matter — Tol de trol We' l be mar- 


ried to- night. 3 

Widow. Oh ſi e! 

Harry. Ah, my Madona! Tenge the day 
—=The ſooner the better—'Tis to reſcue”a 3 
hlithſome widow ! A father! To ſave him have I 
fallen in love — Remember —Sin with open eyes, 
widow Money I muſt have money Early in the 
morn, ere counters echo with the ring of gold, fifty 
thouſand mult be raiſcd ! 

Widow." It ſhall, Mr. Dornton. 

Harry. Why, ſhall it? Shall it? 8 again, 
beatific N peak Shall ir ? pak . y 

Widow. Dear Mr. Dornton, it ſhall. 

Harty Tol de rol—“ He ſhall live ! He thall 
« ſmile! Again his heart ſhall feel joy !— Oh my 
«& bland and on widow ! [ Partly finging]} My 

* widow fair and debonair—Keep thy det 
* but wy father be himſelf, and I am thine! Body 
i and ſoul thine ! 
Widow 


— 
* 
— —. — — 


— —— — — — — 
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Widow. © And are you teally— ?. Ob, n01— 
Vale You arg not in love??? | 
Harry.“ Fathom and half, poor Tom . 1 

* "ng meu loye yy day, and — 9 live by e. 


| [Singing and bing. 
6 Wich a . 1 a , and a heigho, widaw ! , 


] have drank Burgundy—To-your health, auſpici- 
% oits Amazon !— Burgundy ! 


„For I wanted the grace : Cc 

« Of a bold villain's face, 15 on 
1 prevail, wit h heigho, 22 
2 point. On a buxom widow. 1 | I fe her. 
4 Pidew, «, 15 2 ting ] J Fie |_ 50 ſhall hate you, 
66 7-4 you are ſo fand of me! I ſhall indeed !—But 
« no ou area * faithleſs man ! N 

Harry. No, no! Fear not! Thou gracious 
, widow . art my overflowing tu up of 8 
„ What! A father, ſave d— ? —Rememb er! 
Fift 2 * fill Xa the morning ? 15 

Ader And would not A, part, this evening— ? 

til cogue}ting. 

Harry FSuddenly] What os thou Gb b. no! 
hoo Thouſands—- 

Widozv. No,: you are a naughty bad man, and 
& I don't love yon: I don't; indeed —Elſe') I re 


* 


1 


a,tr) ing ſum: | * . 121 


. [Eerb, Hoy mn! 43012; 
| 1 . Que. FROU 11.9 av 


Harry. 9 nen, 

Widuw. Which. I meant. to 1 N of, 
but.— 

Harry. No, * Pn diſpoſe of it, dear widow | 

F Kiſſes ber]. I'l diſpo ſe of it in a twinkling ! 

[ Etated 6 Thou 8 my Goddeſs L en; Ver 

7. pa, By the faith of my body. bud thank 


. * 
4 


$ ; thee—Yea thee. will love, Exceeding] J 
iy <p i 


|. Widows « Oh bel Na, you ed 
ele 


hs BI 60 WII I! ? (Sl. Shall 1 U ln not be in duty 
bound? 


Widow. 
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* Jl'idow. * No! —Vou can't love me. [ More 
; fondly. 

Harry © Fa, ha, ha! My fair Pelican or Po- 
— tos! ” Queen of PaQtolus ! 1 Doubt not my gra- 


g. itude - Let this and this — A ing. 
Widow. Fie! You are a ſad man But I'll bring 
j. Hou a draft! 


Harry. Do, my blooming widow! Empreſs of 
che golden iſles, do. 
* Widow. I tell you, you are a very bad man !— 
But, remember, this. trifle is for your own uſe. 
Harry. No, wy pearl unparalleled ! My father's ! 
„ My father's! My pocket is an inſidious gulf, 
„ ( into which I never more will guineas calt.” Save 
t but my father, and I will kiſs the ground on which 
thou treadeſt, and live and breathe but on thy boun- 


g ty ! e e eee [Exit Widow. 
. At lralt till time and fate ſhall means afford 
- Somewhat to perform, worthy of man and me. 


Enter Jenny, preping. 

Jenny. St 

Harry. Ah, ba! My merry maid of May! 

Jenny. I foppole you are waiting to ſee miſs Sophy, 
now you have got rid of the old my | ? 

Harry. Got rid of the old lady ?—* Thou brazen 
* pin-placer ! Thou virgin of nine-and-twenty years 
© occupation !'”—_No. * Thave not got rid of the 
old lady !””—The old lady is to be my blooming, 
youthful bride !—And I, happy youth, am written 
and deſtined in the records of eternity her other 
half !—* Before the flars were, this marriage was 
decreed 1“ Heigho! 

Jenny. Lord, ig what rapturation !—But ſtay a 
little, and Il tell miſs Sophy ber mamma wants her, 


pw 4 ſo then—Hufh !—[ Jenny retirenmaling a ſign, 
a 


Re-enter the Widow Warren. 
Widow. * An't you a ſad man?—Here's the 


dr aft. a 
G Harry. 


— — oo. ooo —_ — — —— 
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Harry. Thanks, my Sultana ! —* Thou ſhalt find 
me very grateful— Thou hatt bought and paid for 
* me, and | am thine !—By fair and honeſt traffic 
„ thine !”'-—This halcyon night the prieſt, pronounc- 
ing conjurations dire — 

Widow. Fie! I won't look at yon! 

Harry. Ay, to-night we'll marry ; ſhall we not ? 

Widow. I'll not anſwer you a word! [ Enter 
Sophia fkippingly, but flops ſhort] * You are a dange- 
„ rous man!“ Sitting doxun and coquetting] Huw 
dare you talk to me of to-night ? 

Harry. To-night ſhall be a night of wonder! 
And we'll love like—f Z/de}] like Darby and Joan! 

Widow. [ Languiſhingly] I ball hate you intole- 
rably ! [ Sophia advanting on tip-toe. 

Harry. Hey for the parſon's permiſſion ! ey, 
my ſublime widow! 

Widow, To ſteal thus upon one at an unguarded 
moment— ! 8 

Harry. But here firſt let me kneel, and thus to 
Ceres pay Going to hiſs her hand in rapture, meets 
the eye of Sophia. 

Widow, ** I'll never forgive you -I hate you 
% now worſe than ever.” | 

Sophia. [ Coming between them with burſling trepida- 
tion, taking the Valentine fgpm her boſom and preſenting 
it] There, fir! | 

Widow. Ah! 

Sophia. There, fir !—Oh pray, fir, take it, fir! 

Widow, Why, minikkin—! _ | 

Sophia. I requeſt, fir !—I deſire, fir! 

Har ry. [Declining it] Tol de rol— 

Sophia. [ Tearing the paper piecemeal, and throwin, 
it ſpitefully away] Why then there, fir—and there, 
lir—and there, there, there, there, fir! 

Widow. Poor minikin? I declare, ſhe is jealous ! 

Sophia. [ Her ſobs riſing] And Pill. 


Wri i-i-ite to my—to my grandma-a-a-a directly 


Widew. Fie, child! 
Sophia. And I'll go do-0-0-0wn—into Glo-0-0- 
oſlerſhire — 8 
Widow. 


NP 
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Widow. Go up to your chamber, child! 

Sophia. And I'll tell my grandma-a what a falſe, 
baſe, bad man you are; and ſhe ſhall ha-ate you, 
and deſpiſe you; © and every body ſhall ha- ate 
„ you, and defpiſe you ;”” and I'll ha-a-ate you, aud 
deſpiſe you myſelf! 

Widow. Poor thing! 

S. phia. And moreover I'll hate and deſpiſe all 
mankind! And for your ſake [Vin great” energy] 
I'll live and die a maid ! : 

Widew. Yes, child, that I dare be {worn you will! 

Harry. Widow! Vam a ſad fellow! Don't have 
me l'm a vile fellow! Sophy! You are right to 
deſpiſe me! I am going to marry your mother! 

Sophia. I'll go down into Glo-o-olterſhire—l 
wo-on't live in ſuch a falſe-hearted city! And you 
ought to be aſhamed of yourſelf, ma', to make your- 
felf ſo ridiculous ! | 

Harry. No, no, ſweet Sylph, it is my fault! Alb 
my fault! 

Widow. Enraged] Be gone, mils ! 

Harry. | ſ:terpofing ] Sweet widow! Gentle wi- 
dow !-—lI've fold myſelf, Sophy! Six thouſand 
pounds is the earneſt money paid down, for the rep- 
tile Harry Dornton II love you, Sophy ! 

Widow. How, Mr. Dornton ? 

Harry. I do, by Heaven! "Fake back your mo- 
ef widow! [ Offering the drafi] l'in a lad ſeoun- 

re | 

Sephia. You are a baſe faithleſs man, you know 
you are! And you are a pitileſs woman, a merci- 
leſs woman, for all you are my own mother, tg let 
my poor brother Milford go to be ſtarved to death: 
1 a dark dungeon! 2& 

Harry. Milford in priſon ? 

Sophia. Yes, fir; arreſted by your cruel, old, 
ugly father! I'm ſure be is ugly! Though I pever 
ſaw him in my life, l'm ſure be is an ugly, hideous, 
ugly monſter! 1 [ Exit, 

Harry. Is this true, widow ? 

Widow. ¶ Stammering] Sir 

G2 Harry. 


_- 


 diſdainfully] 
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Harry. C Aritated ] Arreſted by my father ?— 
Squandering her money on a ruined reprobate, and I B. 


won't pgcleale her huſband's fon ? 


Iicow, Nay but, dear Mr. Dornton ! ha 
Harry. II! be with you again preſently, widow z th; 
pieſently, preſently, [ Exit, ma 


Widow. [ Sending ofier him] © To night, you (ct 
&« know, Mr. Dornton— 7” | 


Enter Jenny. | pa 


Denny. Mr Goldfinch is coming up, ma'am. 

IVidow, I have no time to waſte with Mr. Gold. . 
finch. I'll preſently ſend him about his buſinefs. 
Mr. Dornton talks 1 don't know how, Jenny Says T. 


it matt be to. nig! unt. 


Enter Goldſinch. 


Cod inch. Well, widow ? | w1 
Widow. Not ſo free, fir! [Walks up the Page 


Jenny. [ Aſide to Goldfinch] Have you got the 
licence? 

Goldfinch. No. 

Jenny. No! 

Goldfinch. No— Been to Tatterſall's. 

Jenny. And not for the licence? 

Goldfinch. Tellee I've been to Tatterſall's 

Jenny. Ah! It's all over! 

Goldfnch. Made ſure of the Eclipſe colts 1—Muft 
not loſe em 

Jenny. LAſide] Stupid booby! 7 

Widow, Laa! What is your preſent buſ- 


- neſs, fir ? 1 
Gold fnch. My buſineſs? Ha, ha, ha! That's a — 
good one! l' tell you my bufineſs—{ Approaching Ki 


roi open arms] 


Widow, {| Haug htily] Keep your diſtance, fir ! 


Goldfinch. Diſtance, widow ? No; that's not the Wo 
way. | ſhould be double diſtanced if I did, 
Widow. Were you nn a man of deportment 2 


and breeding— ! 
Goldfinch. 
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Goldfinch. Breeding ?—Look at my ſpurs! 

Widow. Had you the manner, the ſpirit, the— ! 
But no— You are no gentleman— 

Goldfinch. Whew ! No geatleman ? [Clogs on his 
hat and tales a lounging impudent ſwagger ] Dammee 
that's a good one !— Charles Goldfinch no gentle- 
man ?—Aſk in tlie box-lobby !! Inquire at the 
ſchool !' [In a boxing attitude. ] _ £31 

Widow. Sir you are a tedious perſon ;- your com- 
pany is troubleſome ! 

Goldfinch. Turf or turnpike, keep the beſt of cat- 
tle—Walk, trot or gallop Run, amble or canter— 
Laugh at every thing on the road—Give 'em all the 
go by—Beat the trotting butcher !—Gentleman ?— 
That's your ſort! 

Jenny. [ Afide to Goldfinch] Follow me. [Exit. 

Widaw.. I beg, fir, I may not be intruded upon 
with you or your horſe-jockey jargon any more. 

[ Exit. 

.Goldfinch,. Here's a kick up. © What's all this? 
{© Mult have her or ſmaſh !—Smirker [Pointing after 
„% %any] will tell me what it means—Smatt thing 


4 * for a light weight. Spirit, ſhape, and form 


Carry a fine neck in a running martingale—Shews - 
* blood—Win all the give and takes Take her into 
** training—Match her the Abingdon mile againſt 
* all England — That's your ſort !”? [ Exit, 


SCENE che, to an Apartment in the Houſe of a 
| Sheriff*s Officer.. 
Enter Harry Dor nton in the ſame hurry and Officer, 


Harry. Diſpatch, man! Diſpatch ! Tell Jack 
Milford I can't wait a moment! —Hold— Write an 
acquittal inſtantly for the thouſand pounds, But ſay 
not a word to him of my intention ! | 
- Mer. A thouſand, ir? It is almoſt five thou- 
and! | 

Harry. Impoſſible ! | 

Oficer. There are detainers already lodged to that: 
amuunt. | ee 

G 3 Harry. 


— — — — 
a 
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| Harry. Five thouſand ? 

Officer. Muſt I write the noquittal for the ſum 
total ? 

Harry. No—Yes, write it however. Have it rea. 


275 Early to. morrow morning it ſhall all be paid. 


Oer. In the mean time there may be more de. 
tainers. 


larry. Damnation ! What ſhall I do Ren 


ſend him — And do you hear, a bottle of Cham- 


paign and two rummers !—Rummers!- Mind! 
not a word to him !—f Exit Mer! Five thouſand ? 


. —And more detainers! 
Enter Waiter: with bottle and pleſſer, and Milford 


following. 
Milford. Mr. Dornton ! 


Harry. How now, jack! What's your wonder 
I can't flay a moment with you, but 1 could no: 
paſs 1 7 7 giving you a call. Your hand, my boy 
Cheer up ! | 

Milford. Excuſe me, fir ! 

Harry. Why, Jack :—“ Pſhaw ! Caſt away thi 
„ gloom and be Honeſt Jack Milford ! You ar: 
% now in tribulation ; what of that? Why, man, 
« the bleſſed ſun himſelf is fometimes under a cloud! 
& Wait but till to-morrow?” — Where is this wire? 
[Fills the rummers] Come, drink, and waſh awa) 

rief.“ 'Sblood, never look froſty and aſkaunce 
man, but drink, drink, drink! 

Milford. C Abruptly] Sir? am not diſpoſed to 
drink ! 

Harry. Why what a tabernacle phraſe is that! 
Here's confuſion to all forrow and thinking !—l 
could a tale unfold -]! But I won't afflict you— 
« ] muſt fly—Yet 1 can do no good to-night —” 
Hurrah, Jack! Keep up your ſpirits! Be deter 
mined, like me !—[I am the vileſt of animals that 
crawl the earth—Yet I won't flag !—V'Il die a bold- 
faced villain !—1 have ſold myſelf— Am difinherited 


e loſt— Ah, Sophia !—Hurrah, Jack :— 
Keep 
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Keep it up!—Round let the globe whirl; and 


ſum whirl it will, though I ſhould happen to ſſide from 
its ſurface into infinite nnn my no- 

rea. ble ſoul! 

J. Milford: Your mirth 1 is impertinent, fir 

de. Harry. So it is, Jack—Damned inipertinent ? 


But ruin is around us, and it is high time to be 


me 

agr. Sir? I muſt inform you that; Weng 
I have been betrayed by you, and impriſoned . 
N I will not be inſulted ! 

Harry Betrayed by me? 

Milſord. Ay, fir! I have had full beende of 
your mean arts! It was neceſſary I ſhouſd be out 
of the way, that your deſigns on Mrs. Warrea 
might meet no interruption! 

Harry, Plhaw }—Good day, Jack, 2554 day! 

Milford. And pray, fir, inform your father J deſ- 

iſ: his meanneſs, and ſpurn at his malice! 

Harry. [ Suddenly returning and darting on him, but 

Hopping. ſhort} Jack Milford !—Utter no blaſphemy 
againſt my father I am half mad «Th came your 
fieber y.! ö 

" "ZMHford. I deſpiſe your „ ſriend(bip ITT: W 

Harry. T hat as you pleaſe=-T bink all that is vile 
of me I defy you to exceed the trath—But utter 
not à word againſt my father! 

' Milford. Deliberately, pitifully malignant Not 
fatisficd with the little vengeance he himſelf could 

a take, he has ſent round to all my ereditors ! 4 
Harry. Tis falſe! s 

* Milford. Falſe? | 

Harry. A vile, etetal] falſehood ! 


Enter Officer with papers and writes. 


Officer. Gentlemen Did you call? 
3 J 59 Lace the * far ! 
2 Ut— ! 

— We are buly, ſir ! 


Officer. 1 thought— T 


0 Harry. 
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Harry. I tell you we are buſy, and muſt not be 

interrupted ! [Exit 0 — [ Pauſe of conſideration], 

Mr. Milford, you ſnall hear from me immediately. 
[Exit Harry. 

Milford.” After ruminating] What were tboſe 
papers? Surely I have not been raſh ?—Nobody but 
his father could have brought my creditors thus on 
me all at once?—He ſeemed half drunk or half 
frantic !—Said he was ruined, diſinherited—'Palked 
ſomething of to-morraw— What cauld the purport af: 
his coming be? [ Znter Officer] Well, fir? 

Officer. Here is a note, fir. 

Milford. From whom ? 

fa The young gentleman; 

Milford, ¶ Reads afide] * I underſtand. you are at 
© iberty'—How ! liberty? [Te Officer bows}. 
[ Reads] I ſhall walk up to Hyde Park: you will 
find me at the Ring at ſix—Exactly at fix'—At 
liberty? {© 

Officer. . Your debts are all diſcharged. 

Milford. Impoſſible! — Which way ?—By whom 4 
| _ Why, fir —' That i 18 — 

ford. No heſitation, but tell me hy whom 211 

Officer. Sir—l thought | perceived ſome anger be- 
' tween you and the young gentleman ? 

Milford. Aſk no queſtions,” fir ; make no delays | 
Tell me who has paid my debts ?—Tcll me the truth 
— Conſequences you do not ſulped depend upon your 
anſwer! 

' Officer. 1 perceive, fir, there has boos ſome warmth. 
between you: and though the young gentleman 
made me promiſe filence and ſecrecy— | 

Milford. ([ Afteniſhment) What then it was: Mr. 
Dornton l-—{ Officer bows ] Madman! What have 
1 done! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE «changes jo the Houſe Dornton. 
Enter Harry Dornton, follewed by Mr. Smith. 


Harry. And the danger not yet paſt ? 
Mr. Smith, Far from it! Mr. Sulky has twice 


brought us ſupplies and is gone a third time, 
Harry. 
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" Parry. Brave ſpirit? He would coin his heart! 

— My father ſupports it noÞly ? | 

Mr. Smith. He is anxious only for you. 

Hurry. Well, well! Ha, ha, ha! Tol lol—Ill 
bring him relief Comfort him, aſſure him of it! 
—Ay, hear me heaven and—! To-night it is too 
late, but to-morrow all ſhall be well !— Excellent 
well! 

Mr. Smith, [Significant'y ] You will marry the 
widow ? 

Harry. Have you heard ?—Ay, boy, ay ! We'll 
marry !, ff I will go and prepare her— We'll marry !”? 
—Early i in the morning, that all may be ſafe. 

Mr. Smith. „Will that be right ? 
| Harry. « J have told her the truth. She. knows 
« alles knows what a vile infernal—I tell you ſhe 
„% knows me !-—My father again ſhall lock upon 
„the glare of day !—Firſt to the proQor, next to 
« the lawyer, and then— ! Ha, ha, ha! Ay then 
« to my fair bride! Heareſt thou, my rcble ſoul ? 
« 1 ſay my bride! My fair, my blooming, thrice- 
% bedded brid. ! No novice ſhe, old true-blue! Tol 
„ de rol— It will be a merry wedding !— Conſole my 
« father! Cheer him! Enlighten bis foul with 
* hope! Ill keep my word! What, does he not 
„ know me? Am I not his own ſon ?” 

— Why, av—{ Looking at his watch] Thie proctor's, 
the lawyer's, the widow's, and { Starts] at fix ?— 
[ Aide) The Ring? The Ring at fix ?—Fiends !— 

Who can fay what may happen — What, leave my 
father to periſh *——1'll not go! Though all hell 
ſhould brand me for a coward, I'll not go !—Mr. 
Smith, take care of my fathei !—Mark me I recom- 
wend my father to you! Exit. 


Enter Mr. Dornton. 
Darnton. Where is Harry ?*—Did not 1 hear his 


voice ? 
Mr. Smith, He is this moment gone, fir. 
Dornton. Gone where ? 
Bar Smith. Do you not ſuſpect where, ſir? 
6 Dornton. 
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. Dornton. [ Alarmed] Suſpect!— What ?—Speak ! 
Mr. Smith, To the widow Warren's. | 
Dornton. For what purpoſe ? 

Mr. Smith. To marry her. 

Dorntmm. Marry !—The widow Warren! 

Mr. Smith. And fave the houſe by her fortune! 

Dorntin. Generous Harry! Noble aſſectionate 
boy! I'd periſh firſt ! 

Mr. Smith. He, ſeems very reſolute— THe has al- 
ready had fix thouſand pounds of her. 

Dornton. Marry her? I ſhall go mad !—Where 
is Mr. Sulky ? "4 

Mr, Smith. He is juſt returned. I hear him in the 
compting-houſe. 

Dorman. Tell him 1 wiſh to ſpeak with him. 
(Exit Mr. Smith] Harry Dornton and the widow 
Warren —1 ſhall die in Bedlam! {Enter Mr. 
Sulky] Are we ſafe Mr. Sulky ? 

Fully. For to-day, - perhaps. 

Dornton, What bank have we to begin to-morrow ? 

Sully. I can't tell—l fear not thirty thouſand, 

Darmon. Mr. Sulky, you—you—have this day 
ſhewn yourſelf an active partnerg and a fincere friend, 

Sully. Humph.. 

Doruton. I have long eſteemed you; I eſleem you 

more and more. e 
Sully. Hlumph. 

Dor nton. My fon Harry—f Heſtating] You are 
a very good man, Mr. Sulky; a com paflionate mau. 
though you don't look ſo. 

Sly. Humph. 

Dornton, "V's a pity to ſee ſo noble a youth—F 
am ſure you would not wiſh him any harm, Mr. 
Sulky? Jam ſure you would not! 

Sully. Whom ? 

Dornton. Harry Dornton, Would you - Would 
you Would you, Mr. Sulky ? | 

Sully. A kind queſtion. ' 

Dornton. Nay, I did not mean to be unkind, Mr, 
Sulky ; you know I did not---Shall we not venture 
one ſle ꝑ more to fave him? 


| enn 77 
Sully. Save? Impoſſible! Ruin only can reform 


him : total ruin. 


Dornton. You miſtake, Mr. Sutky. His own 


misfortunes little affected him, but mine! He is a 


ſtruck to the heart !—I know him! 
Sully. So do l. 

Doornton. Struck to the heart —l'm ſure on't! 
He'll be a good man !—A. great man! 

Sulty, Humph. 

Dornton. You know the widow Warren, Mr. Sulky? 

Sully. Don't you? 

Dornton. I never ſaw her in my liſe— 1 hear (he is 
Full forty, her manners abſurd, her character cruel, 
and her moral 

Sully. Bad enough. 

Dornton. Six thouſand pounds at this moment is 
a great ſum! Town it! But do you think I ought 
not to venture? 

Sully. Venture what? 

Darnton. To take it from our bank? 

Sully. For what ? 

Dornton. For—For the—the relief of ' Harry 
Dornton ! 

Sully. What you pleaſe? Take all! Whiat is it 
to me'? 

Hornton. Nay, but, Mr. Sulky, you ſurely don't 
ſee the thing in the right light ? 

Fully. I can flarve, like the reſt ! 

Be [ Snapp . haſte] Vety well, Mr, Sulky! 
va well! I perceive you can be intereſted, and 
ande | 

Sully. And what? 

Dornton. Very well, Mr, Sulky! Very well! 

Sully. I can ſtare bankruptcy i in the face as ſted- 
faſtly as you can, 

Dornton. Ay, ay! No doubt! The world is all 
alike! I am an old fool, and ſo ſhall live and die! 

Sulty. Why do you aſk my advice? Take the 
money! Empty the coffers! Pour it all into his 


hat! Give him guineas to play at chuck farthing, 
and bank bills to curl his hair ! 


Dornton. 


* 
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Dornton, Very well, Mr. Sulky !—Friendſhip, 
generolity, a ſenſe of juſtice? Oh! It's all a farce ! 
Sully. Humph. ; 
. Dornton. [Rings] Very well, fir { Very well! 
[Enter Servant] Is the carriage ready ? 
Servant. ICs at the door, br. [ Exit. 
Dornton.. C Going, turns back} So, Mr. Sulky, you 
could ſee him married to this widow, to whom you 
have ſo often as well as now given the worlt of cha- 


raters, rather than incur a little more riſk for your £ 
friend ? . ; 
Sully. Marry? 4 1 
Dornton. Yes marry! Pt. 
Sully. Whom ? 3 Th 1 N 


Dernton. The widow Warren, I tell you! 

Sully. And Harry Dornton ? 

Dornton. Yes, and Harry Dornton ! 

Sully. When? Where? 

Dornton. Immediately! With unexampled affec- 
tion, to ſave me who am old and worthleſs, he 
would devote his youth, his great qualities, and his 
noble heart, to all the tormenzs which ſuch a marriage 
and ſuch a woman can inflit} SPE - 

Sully. Take the money! 

Dornton. Are you ſerious, Mr. Sulky ? 

Sully. Take the money! Away! Begone! I 
would indeed ſtarve inchmeal, rather than he ſhould 
marry her ! 

Dornton. Mr. Sulky, you are a _ worthy man, a 
true friend ! 1 | | 

Sully. Curſe compliments! Make haſte! _ 

{ Exeunt. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT« 


— 
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SCEN E, tbe. Widow Warreii's. 
Sophia and Jenny metting. 

Jenny. 


So, miſs! Here's your mamma juſt coming down. 

Sophia. | Much agitated] 1s ſhe dreſſed? 

Fanny. Oh yes -I have decorationed her out like 
any king's coach-horſe! 

Sophia. It's very well. 

Irnny. With her ribbands and ringlets ſtuck about | 
and daugleating down her back and all here 

Sophia. It's very well. 

Jenny. Light laced— Thomas called up to help. 
«Sophia. It's all very well! — But it will be no 
wedding e 

Jenny. L Afide] I hope not. | | 

Sophia. He told her to her face that he loved me, 
and offered to give her the money back— He'll . 
never have her—And if he does I don't care—I 
{now ] ſhall die broken-hearted, but 1 don't cate— 
I'!l tell all to my dear grandma', for I'll not ſtay in 
this wicked city==No! He fhan't ſee me pine 
away—-[ know my gholt will haunt him; but I can't 
help it, I never wiſhed him any harm, and had he but 
been true-hearted and have waited for me, I would 
— But it's ao matter--He ſhan't fee a tear that 1 
iſhed, nor hear the leaſt ſigh that I heave. 


| Enter the Widow Warren. FD 
Teng. | Looking, admiring, anti walking round ber) 
ell, ma'am— 1 I dechre yôu're a pictur! 8 
Il:dow. Do you think I look tolerably, Jenny 
Haltiug and ſurveying berſelf I— Shall I do execu- | 
tion? What 13 the-matter, child ? | | . 
| S9phig. is | 


3 Gps 
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Sopbia. Mark my words hell never bave you! 

Widow. Poor thing 

Sophia. He never will ! 

[ Knocking heard at the Areet door. 

Widow. Run, Jenny, ſee who it is! [Exit Jenny} 
Go up to your chamber, child. 

Sophia. No! I will ſtay here. 

Mido. Begone to your chamber, I ſay, miſs ! 

Sophia. Beat me if you pleaſe, kill me, but I will 
not! 


: | Re-enter Jenny. 
Jenny. Here's an elderly geatleman, ma'am, aſks 
to ſpeak to you. „i 74th 
WWidow. Will you begone, amiſs 
Sophia, Since it is not he I don't want to ſtay. T 


ouly want to look him i in the face once more. [ Zxit. 
Widow. How is he dreſſed ? 


Fennz, In grey, ma 'am. 


1 idow, In grey? [ Confidering. 
Jenny. Yes, ma'am. | 
il/idow. In dark grey? 5 8 Ling. 


Jenny. Ves, ma' am. 


Jenny ? 
Jenny. Why, ma am, he is a ſoberly, ſmug, joba- 
tiou looking man enough, 


IVidow. Let arp be thewn INI dare 1 3 it is the 


divine! 
Foot man Nan Its Dare 


Dornton. Vour humble ſervant, madam. 

IWidow. Sir, your very moſt humble ſervant. 
[With great reſpea. 

Dornton. I preſume you are unacquainted with me? 


Widow. [Simpering] I believe I can penctrate, 


Dornton. Can you, madam ? ” 
Widow. (With her fan before her ſe] vo ou 
come on the part of—young Mr. Dornton? 
Dornton. [Surpriſed] I do! 
| ide u. 


Widow. [Zarngſiiy] Does he book like a parſon, 3 


0 


f. 
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IVidow.. LAſide] It is the parſon : Would you 
ve ſo indulgent as to be ſcated, fir ? 

Dornton. Excuſe me, madam. | 

Widow. Would you be pleaſed to take any refreſh- 
ment, fir? * | 

Dornton. Madam !—None, I thank you. 

Widow. A morſel of ſeed-· cake, a French biſcuit, 
a bit of orange-loaf, a glaſs of Conſtantia, or a 
jelly ?!—I know theſe little cordial comforts are 
agreeable conſolations to gentlemen of your cloth, 

Dorn!tons \ Sur veying himſelf ] Cloth! 

Widow. No v 5th 1 hope? l participate in 
them myſelf. 5 

Dornton. Hem ! No doubt ! "+56 

WWidow. You are acquainted with Mr, Doraton ?- 
Dornton: Why—Yes—1 am 1 believe. one of his 
oldeſt acquaintance, 176 

Widow. Then 1 dare ſay you have a great regard 
tor him? 7 | 
Dornton: Hem !—Yes—I—had a—ſort of a 
friendſhip for him even before he was born. 

IWidow., Sir !-—Oh !—You are intimate with the 
family ? i 

Dornton. Ves—yes, madam !' 

Widow. And know his father? 

Dorntan. Um—[ Shrugs] Why—Though I have 
kept him company from the day of his birth to this 
very hour, they tell me I don't know him yet! 

Ilidow.. Ay indeed! Is he ſo odd! 

Dernton, Sometimes To my great regret, I have 
ſometimes found him a very abſurd old gentleman ! 

Il idazp. I am forry for it !—Becauſe as I am ſoon 
to become—hymeneally—hbis intimate—relation— 


1 3 [ Maidenly Hedlation. 
Dornton. You would wiſh for a ſenſible indulgent 
— Papa— | 15 [ Smiles, 
I/12ow. It's natural, fir. [ Simpering- 
Dornton. Ha! 1 dare not ſay too much in his 
avour, | | 


has been here ſome time, Mr. Dornton ! 
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Widow. Nay thoagh I have a vaſt—huim—ha— 
regard for young Mr. Dornton—I own Þ have 17 
great predile & ion of opinion for the father! 7 
[ Nodding very ſignificantly. 
Dornton. [ Suddenly] Nor he for you, AL oo 


 Witv. Do you think ſo? I 
Bornton, I am ſure ſo 91 1 | t. 
Widow. 1 warrant, fir, he is, as yon OY very if 
preciſe acrimonious' perſon t=A" 'tekchy Nr £ 


kind of old gentleman ! Log 

Dornton. I ſaid no ſich. thing. ak I 

Widow, Ah ! A little caution, fir, to be ſure, t 
becomes gentlemen of your cloth. _, 

Durnton. Cloth again I don't know what you 
mean by my cloth; but Mr. Dornton, madam, is 
little older than yourſelf : nor doer he think bimfclf 
half fo repugnant. 

Widow. Sitx | 

Dornton. C Recollefling 11 1 Madam TEAS 
be 5 1 pardon 1 FT Bocolng. 

[Vidow. [ Kn:xhirg heard) Oh! Here I dare fay 
comes the bridegroom ! * 
[ Enraptured : crofſes to the door. 

Dornton. [1/7 * 5 5 vivacity ! I can never 

rell ber after this who I am. © | [F 7 up the Hu. 


Enter Harry Dorntony i 1 all. 7:11 . 


IVidow, Oh you rover! 7 

{larry Well my kind widow ! Mr. Dede 
turns quick round at bearing his ſon's voice, and gra: 
Jually approaches] My loving compaſſionate widow ! 
am come polt haſte to cuſt wh ſelf once more on 


your bounty! 
IWidow. Huſh ! Fax 

- Harry. To iutreat inſtant commiſeration, and aid ! 
Widow. Hem! Hem! + TAleud. 
Hurry. I have not a minute to ſpare? 
IWVidow (Whiſper? Hes here! He's come! A 

waſpiſh, tetchy—! Hem !— Aloud], Your friend 


Harry. My friend! What friend? 


Lido u 
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Widaw. Your friend the clergyman. 
17 7 * L Pointing to Mr. Dornton. 
ö Harry. Clergyman !—You— [ Turning - ſees his 
father at his eſleu] —My father! . 
. Widow. His father li 
Dornton. Well, Harry, why do you look ſo blank ? 
Lam glad you are-here— Your coming, and the mu- 
tual ſincerity with which this lady and I have juſt: 


; ſpoken our ſentiments, will ſave all cireumlocution— 
: At preſent we underſtand each other. 


Widow. Sir I 
Dornton. Oh, madam, never retrat— Let us con- 


tinue the like plain hoacſt dealing— _ | 
| Widow, But—Sir—Mr. Dornton's affetion— 
I Dorntan. Ha, ha, ha !—Afﬀection, madam !— 


1 [ Pitying her deluſion. 

Harry. Sir— 

Dornton. Harry |—1T know your motives! Will 
never forget. them! But the cauſe of them has- 
ceaſed. 

Harry. Sir — Beware! No falſe compaſſion ! 
Remember not the vile reprobate that was your 
ſon! I. ſgurn at. exiſtence that is coupled with your. 
miſery-! 4 07 

Dornten., Harry | Our danger is'over, . 

Harry. Are you—? Are you ſerious ? 

Dornton, Mr. Sulky is a v orthy man! His rich. 
uncle is dead, and has left him ſole heir. Our books 
too have been examined, and exceed our belt hopes. 

Harry, Tol de roll! 5 5 

Dornton. Here is your money, madam. 

Horry. My father ſared ? Tol de rol! 
Widew., Nay but Mr. Doraton !—Sir !— 
a Ready ts cry. 

Dorntom I maſt beg you will take Fs | a 
] Harry. Rejoice, widow | Rejoice ! Sing, ſhout ! 
: Tol de rol ! 1 622 y 

_. #Fidow. I do not want the money, fir! Filthy 
0 money [ WWhimpering reſirained] And as to what I 
ſaid, though you have arreſted Mr, Milford — ; 
« 99 99 ; p Hawry.. | 


_ 
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Harry. Ha! | Starts, conſiders, and looks at his watch 

Widow, I am ſorry—l beg your E if 
Mr. Domnton ———— 

Dornton. Why don't you ſpeak, Mary'4 ? Whicre 
are you going? [| Harry Dornton eroffes haſtily to the 
door] Come back, ' Harry !=<Stay, I ſay r 

Harry. I cannot flay 9 niaft fly !—My honour - 
is at ſhake! | [ Exit. 

Dornton. { Alarmed] His honour !-——His honour 
at ſtake !—Here, here, madam '—[ Offering oy * 
bills} | 

Witow. Nay, i- | 

Dornton. 'Sde ath, madam, take your money. 

Exit. 


[Videw. Criefiiaifipe ! —_.Faithleſs—men 
Blind- Stupid! I'U for were aud forſwear the whole 
lex! 


Enter Jenny oub glee on lip toe, as if N had Lew. 
on the watch.” 


— 


Jenny. Ma'am 

Widow. | r Savage race! 

Jenny. Ma'am! Mam ! Mr. Goldfinch, ma' am 

IVidew. Hay! Mr. Goldfinch ? — Was that what 
vou ſaid, Jenny? [ Brightens up] Where? 

Jenny. Below, ma'am, I perſuaded him to come 
up, but he is quite ſarly. | 

Widow. Oh! He is coming? Wen? 1 think 
will fee him—Yes—t think I will, 1 5 

Jenny. 1 always told you," ma am, My Guldfrnc 
for me. 

IWidoww, Did yon? 9 4 

Jenny. But he ſays he wilt bare your writes pro- 
mile this very night, or never ſpeak to you more 
[ hear him. f Acjnfting the widows dre]! Law, 
ma' am, you had better give a few touches Herea- 
bont ! Your eyes will have double the Top ws fire. 

Widow.” Witt they ? E* 0 LB. 


| Enter Goldfinch. 
 Goldf ah Where? 8 the dowager 2 


4 


Jenny 
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Huſn! Mind wliat I faid: io you. It is 
too late now for a licence ſo be ſure get che promiſe. 
-— Don't flinch.! 1: Able! * 2 ert 


Goldfinch. 22 Game ws the buckehoue 
vis Huh! A 18 ö To. 
1 31) * 5 a 111 

** Reventen 11 1 bu Warren 


Gollfnch. Here T am once more, widow... 

Widow. Ah, rambler! » © pA 

Goldfinch. Are you cured of the tartarums ? 

IV idow.: Nay, Mo. Goldfidoh—l! | = 
: Glidfinch. Mult L keep my diſtance? 

Widow: Unkind! 

Goldfinch. Am l gentleman D ? 

Widow. Killing | g 4 

Goldfinch. Look you, widow, I arts your wick 
—Skittiſh! Won't anſwer. the whip ! Run out 
of the courſe! Take the-reſt'!—So give me your 
promiſe, öh - to\v? 

Widow! My y promiſe i Ai e end e 

 Galdfpach. ed and ſealed; 4; 

Widow. Naughty man—You' man I alas 
you tyrannize over a palpitmting heart: 

Gold. ec 076 JonyF nes does ſhe 
tay 5 

IVidsww. You ſhan't ſteal on h — 8 
Golaſuch. (Whats that? Pool 

I/idow. Connubial celtafies 1 

Goldfinch. Nu What ? 1 * 3&4 1 JC) 
Miba, Go mtruderi!. os 1 

Geli farb. Ol: What you wont? 


Widow, I'll never 28 you. 


| Goldfinchi lem off. r ing 
: Kulte. Crudt man ! Se: B offs} ibn 
_ Goldfmohi-Par off. „ Qtr 
- . With: Ae Geläfuch “ ce 
 Guldfinch, I'm off: | Is | Þ as *> 1: 


Widow, You (alk have the: 
eee Oh, ho! Why then ene 145 

* über. Darbarous youth ! NI £994 ye me? 
— Bat I muſt ſend ko. Mr. Silky. : — 


* Celſhicl. 


7. — 7 — . 
- 


* 
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 Goldfinch. Na, no! Let me have. * ene. 
directly! I' go myſelf to Silky. 
Widow, Wil you, Mr. Goldfinch ? | 
* Galdfnchi Will I not23-Take albadk, ion the 
box— Hayait!— Scud away for the. ald {coundrel ! 
I'm a deep one! Know the courſe every inch! 
I'm the lad frir-a'widow !* That's your ſort ! 
Widow: Sauey mau! I'll be ren, with 12 | 
Goldfinch. Soon be bach! 
Widow, Adieu! Fly+ hn ye minutes! 
Goldfinch. But I moſt have the promiſe ſirſt! 
Widow. I will go and renn. 
come ! ; | Exit langurſbing. 
Goldfinch. She's an old beoefed ! But. : Edew I 
ſhould take her at the double ! „“, vn 
J | f Enter MWilſord. A) 
; Milford. So, Charles, where's the widow? 
Goldfinch, The widows mine! | 
* Your's ?. 
Goldfanch, I'm the lad! All's conchiiede-Gilog 
poſt for old Silky. [ Offers 10 ga. be n Me but . 


is eagerly flapped iy Milford? 1 

Milford. Silky, did yau ſay . Nansen 

Golalſineb. A m to . „ afealiGluy s. 
ſand pounds down! But mum !- That's a. ſecret ! 


Milford. Y.ou-are raving! 
| Goldfinch. Tellee he harkmriew the wp! She can't 
marry without his 1 9 feifartD) a 

Milford. But wh G IV. . Hav 

Gola inch. Don't know. The Cloſe eee, t 
tell. Has got ſome deed, he ede e . 

Milford. Indeed! * 

Gold ſinch. Ves— But it's all liuſh,! I hall be a 
higher fellow than ever, Jack! Goto) the ſecond 
ſpring meeting— Take you with me Come down 
a few to the ſweateßz and trainers— The knowing 
ones—The lads—Get into the ſecreti—Lay, it on 
thick — Seven þggdred- to five! Favourite agaiaft ithe 
field - Done Il do it again !- Done Five 
times aver ditto repeated Mone,  done.! Off they 
£9 —Wianer lays by-—Preteads. to: want A 


— 4 Rees won 


--. 


© Extreme anguiſh], 
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(ids riſe high! Take 'em Winner whiſpered 
ame—Lags after—Odds bigher and higher !—Take 
em ref pe up— Breathes emover the flat Works 
'em up hill Paſſes the diſtance poſt—Sill only 
ſecond Betting chair in an uproar Neck to neck 
— Lets him out—Shews him the whip '—> Shoots by 
like an arrow —Oh dammee a hollow thing — That's 
your ſort! Exit. 
Mi/ferd.. Fifty thouſand to Silk 7 for bis conſent 
becauſe of ſome deed, ſome writing ?—IF it ſhould be 
the— ? It muſt !—By heaven it mult ! [Exit haſtily. 


SCEN x changes to the Ring at Hyde Park. 


Harry Dornton heoking in his batch. 


| 3 . How long mull I wait — fon nothing of of 
Milford=-1 Il cut off that, bailiff's cars 1 he has be- 
tray ed me. LVall. about] | 


Enter Mr. Dornton out Y breath, 


Dornton. So, Harry! 

Harry. My father again! 

2 «7 Can ng] What do you do bere, Harry? 

Hurry. Sir 1 Want air. kay \ 

Derntan., So do, I- A pretty dance yon hard lad 
me — What brought you hitlicr ?—{ Suden recallece 
n Where's the money you bad of the widow ? 
F Pauſe Jeeming to dread an anſever|} Where is the 
money Harry ? 

Harry ( Relu@anily] Gouc, Gr. 

Dornton. Gone! | 

Harry., Malt of it. | 

Dorntor. And yaur e not py ? [I 


pauſe] And! your creditors not paid ? 


Harry, No, tir. 

-"Derv#tch. [ Raiſes his bands] I eg — 
boded this Marry Dornton walks u 
He has been at ſome gamiug · ho 11 * — 
r elled, and come here, (9 put a mi wry] end 0 a 
miſerable exiſtence — would be a father! 


Enter. 
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| Enter Waiter. 


"Waiter, T am ſent on an April-day kind of errand 
ere, 


' I think this is what they call the Ring. 
| FL obs round] Hey! Who is this? 


[ Surveying 
* r. Darnton 


Pray—Sir—Is your name Dornton ? 
Narnton. It is. | 


Waiter. Then T am right—Mt. Milford, fir, bas 


ſent me with this note. 
Harry. | Advancing] It is for me, fie f 
Darnton. How do you know, Harry? 
Harry. Sir, Tam certain -I muſt beg— ! 
Doriton. This is no time for ceremony ! \ Reads] 
Dear Harry forgive the provocation I have given 
{you | forget the wrong I have done your father —? 
Me !— I will ſubmit. to any diſgrace rather than lift 
my hand againſt your life I would have eome and 
* apologiſed even on my knees, but am prevented 
J. Milford.” [ Stands a moment crumpling up the lefler ] 
—Why, Harry !-—What ?—What is this — Tell 


me—Tell me—Is it in paying Milford's debts you: 
have expended the money? | 


Harry. It is, fir. 9 


Dornton. [After raifing his claſsed hauls i in rapture 


as, if 10 return thanks, ſuddenly ſuppreſſes his Feelings] 
But how had he wronged me n. qid you come 
here to fight him? | 


Harry. Sir Hehe ſpoke aiſreſpedtfally bf you. 
F Pauſe.) 
Dornton. | ith his eyes fixed. on his ſon, till awoblh 
any longer to contain Himſelf, be covers them with one 
” hand and firetches out the other) Harry! 4 
Harry. [ Taking his father's hand, bat turning 1 
back likewvije to conceal bis agitation] My father! 
[ Pauſe.) 
Dornton. err Harry (Strupgling on] 
' | Panſe. 
Harry. Dear fir, let us fly to conſole poor Milford] 
a Dornton. What you will, Harry! Do with me. 
what Jou will—Oh who would not be a father! 


Execunt. 
SCENE. 


A c OM D v. 8; 
SCENE changes to the Houſe of 'the Widow Warren. 


Enter Milford and Mr. Sulky. 


 Milfard. The faol Goldfinch himſelf informed me, 
fir, that Silky is to receive. fifty thouſand. pounds for 
his conſent! | | 0 
Sally. Fifty thonſand! Zounds! Why then the 
old ſcoundrel mult have got poſſeſſion of the will. 
Milford. Which is indubitably meant to be de- 
ſtroyed. Goldfinch is jult returned with Silky. 
They are now with the widow, all in. high glee, 
and are coming up here immediately, no doubt to 
ſettle to buſineſs in priyate. | 44 
Sully. What can be done? 
Milford. We mult hide ourſelves ſomewhere, and 
ſpring upon them. | | 
Sully. I hate hiding! It's deceit, and deceit is 
the reſource of a raſcal. | 
Milford. But there is no avoiding it! We cannot 
get legal aſſiſtance in time! Here are two cloſets ! 
Do you go into one, and l' ſhut, myſelf up in the 
other. We ſhall hear what they are about, and can 
burſt upon them at the proper moment. | 
Sully. Well, if it mult be ſo— But it's a vile, 
paltry refuge! OY | 
 Milfard. Lhear them coming! Make haſte ! 
[Exeunt Sully and Milford into the cloſets. 


Enter Silky, Widow, and Goldfinch. 


Silly. Ha, ha, ha! I told you, madam, I ſhould 
hear. from you when you wanted me! | I knew it 
muſt come to that! But you are a lucky man, 
Mr. Goldfinch, and Pmi a lucky man; ay and you 
Ed lucky woman too, madam! We are all in 
uck ! re were: | 

Goldfinch. Ay dammee, old one, you have been 
concerned in many a gobd thing in vour time 
Silly. Ah, ha, ha, ha, hat - F5'be ſure J have! 
I mult provide for my family, Mr. Goldfinch! 

IT idow. It is indeed a fortunate event! Do you 
not partic pate my raptures, Mr, Goldtinch ? 


Geldfinch, 


i 
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Goldfinch, To be. ſure—Tt's a deep ſcheme! It's 
knowing a thing or two ! Hay, old one ? Pigcon- 
ing the green-horns.! .. 

Silky. All.fo ſaſe too, ſo oog! I am Gs pleaſed, 
and fo happy ! It's all our own ! | Not, a foul will 
know of it but our three ſelves! 

Goldfiach. Oh ,yes—One more, old ond... 

Silly. eme Ay! Who? Who? 

Gol 417 Vour father—Beelzebub $ 

Lord! Mr. Goldfinch, dun't terrify me! 

I 256 To be ſure, it mult he owned you are a 
ſhocking old rogue, Mr. Silky! Bat th. re is no 
doing without you—So make ban“ oth your deeds 
and your extortions; for really we 001 be vcry 
glad to be rid of your compaiy 

Silky Wen, well, Pa read; Df not long i inter- 
rupt your amorous haſte,, [at n a. man of buſineſs ! 
expected how it woult * , and have a legal inſtru- 
ment here, ready drawn up by my own hand; 
which, when it is Egned and ſcaled will make all 
* 

Widow, But here is the will? 

Silky. Oh I have it—Firſt however let us be "ILY 
{Locks both the chamber doors : is going to, read, but 
tobs round, ſees the cloſet doors, and with great anxiety 
and cunning locks them too] 

Goldfinch, Y.u're an old trader in fin!” There's 
no being too deep for you! 

Silly. Ab, ha, ha, ha! Do you think * Mr. 
Coldſinch. 

Goll fnch. But 1- Mould like to ſee you on your 

death bed. [4 blow from one of the cloſets. 

Silky. Bleſs my foul !—What's that? . 

| Goldfnth. Zounds !—Odd enough —1 believe he's 
coming for you before your time ! 

W idow. It is very ftrange ! 

Silky. I declare I am all of a tremble | 

Widow. Come, come, let us gett he ſhocking " 
n neſs over! Where is the will? | 

Goldfinch. Don't ſhake fo, man! 

424 49 Silky. 


]- 
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Silly. Well, well!—Firſt fign the bond! [iow 
and Goldfinch going to ſign, another knock heard] Lord 
have mercy upon me! 

Goldfinch. 1 ſmell ſulphur 4 

Widow. Save me, Mr. Goldfinch ! 

Silly. The candles burn blue! [ Pauſe, 

Goldfinch. Pſhaw! Zounds, it's only a cat in the 
cloſet ! | 

Silky. J heard it in both the cloſets ! 

Goldfinch. Why then there are two cats !—Come ! 
Il fign— [Widow and Goldfinch fign the bond. 

Silky, Where's the promiſe ? 

Goldfinch. Here it is! [ Laying it on the table, 

Silky. And here's the will, which, that all may 
be ſafe, we will immediately commit to the flames. 


Ii going to burn it at the candle. Four ſucceſſrve loud 


knocks are heard, one from each of the doors, Silky 
Parts, drops one candle, and overturns the ether. The 
„age dark. ] | 
Silky. Lord have mercy upon us! 
Goldfinch. My hair ſtands an end ! 
[Violent knocking at both cloſets and at the doors. 
WW idow. Save me, Mr. Galdfinch! Protect me! 


Ah! [Shrieks. 


Sully and Milford burſt open the cloſets and y 
oors, 


on the Lond and promiſe : then open the chamber 


at one of which enter Jenny with lights, and at the other 
S5phia, Harry Dornton and Mr. Dornton.] 
Sophia. Dear, ma', what's the matter? 


Sully. Where is the will? [Silky recovers himſelf 


and ſnatches it up] Give it me, you old ſcoundrel ! 
Give it me this inſtant, or I'll throttle you! 
[reſts it from him. 
HMilford. So gentlemen! You are a pretty pair 
of knaves ! 
Fully. And you are a very worthy lady 


Widow. Don't talk to me man !-— Don't talk to 


me I—I ſhall never recover my ſenſes again! 
Flarry. What has happened, gentlemen? How 
came you thus locked up together ? 
Dornton. Are you here, Mr. Silky ? 
Sully. Yes! There's the honeſt, grateful, friendly 
Mr. Silky! Who would betray his friends, plunde: 
I | the 
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the living, and defraud the dead, for the eaſe of his 
conſcience, and to provide for his family ! 

Goldfinch. Old one! You're done up! 

Sully. And here is the girliſh old coquette, who 
would rob her daughter and leave her huſband's ſon 
to rot in a dungeon, that ſhe might marry the firſt 

fool ſhe could find ! | | 

Goldfinch. Widow! You are diſhed! [Sulky ex- 
amines the will | Loft your laſt chance! 

Dornton. A broken gameſter, nurtured in idleneſs, 
ignorance, and diſſipation, whoſe ridings, racings, 
and drivings are over, and whofe whole train of 
horſes, dogs, curricles, phaetons, and fooleries muſt 
come to the hammer immediately, is no great loſs. 

Sophia. Oh, la! * And what is coming to the 
* hammer ? 

Dornton. e Oh, the hammer is an inſtrument by 
&< which Folly is publicly knocked down to the beſt 
„ hidder; after which ſhe riſes, gambols, whiſks 

„ away, makes a ſhort flying tour, and gallops back 
44 to be publicly knocked down again. 

Sophia. © Dear !—Poor Mr, Goldfinch !”? . 
Dornton. I knew your father, fir: *tis happy for 
him that he is dead! If you will forſake theſe 

.courſes and apply to trade— 

Goldfinch. Damn trade! Who's for the ſpring 
meeting? Coſs 'em and wind ' em! Seven to five 
you don't name the winner! Jam for life and a 
curricle! A cut at the caſter, and the long odds ! 
Damn trade! The four aces, a back hand, and a 
lucky nick! l'm a deep one! That's your fort ! 

[ Exit. 


Sully. And now, madam— 
Widow. Keep off monſter ! You ſmell ot malice, 
cruelty, and perſecution |! | 
Sully. No, madam : I ſmell of honeſty ! A drug 
you nauſeate, but with which you muſt forcibly be 
doſed ;—TI have glanced over the will, and find TI 
have the power, 
Widow, 
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Widow. Let me go, goblin! —You are a hideous. 
perſon, and I hate the fight of you! Your breaſt 


is flint !—Flint! Unfeeling Gorgon, and I abomi- 


nate you ! Exit into an inner chamber, 
| Sophiq. Nah, you are a kind, good, croſs old 
foul; and I am ſure yon will forgive my poor ma'! 
We ought all to forget and forgive! Ought not 
we, Mr. Dornton ? 

Harry. [With rapture, and looking to his father ] 
Do you hear her, fir ? 

Dornton. Harry has told me of your innocent, 
pure, and unſuſpecting heart I love you for having 
called me an ugly monſter! 


Sophia. [To Harry] La, Mr. Dornton, how 


could you— ! 


Sully; Harry—Give me your hand—You have 


a generous and a noble nature ! But your generoſity 
would have proved more pernicious then even your 
diſſipation. No misfortunes, no not the beggary 
and ruin of a father, could juſtify ſo unprincipled a 
marriage! 
Dornton, And now [To Mr. Sully] my friend! 
Milford. My father! 


arry. My — ! 


Sully. Whoo! If you wiſh to get another word 


from me to-night, have done. [ Turning to Silly] 
I hate fawning ! 


Silky. Ab, Mr. Sulky, you will have your hu- 


mour. 

Sully. The undiſcriminating generoſity of this 
young man ſupported you in your day of diſtreſs ; 
for which, ſerpent-like, you turned to ſting your 
preſerver, 

Silly. Ah, you will have your humour. 

Sully. Yes; and it is my humour to ſee that your 
villany ſhall be expoſed in its true colours. Hypo- 


criſy, falſehood, and fraud, are your familiars. TO 


ſcreen your avarice, you made it believed that this 
gentleman had been the cauſe of lodging the de- 


taiaders, and had done the difty work of which even 
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you were aſhamed. But the creditors. ſhall receive 
their full demand; 

Doruton. The propoſal is juſt, Liſten to that 
worthy man; and if you can, » honeſt with a good 
grace, Every thing will then be readily adjulted, 
and I hope to the ſatisfaRion of all parties. 

[Execunt Omnes, 
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IL. 
Spoken by Mrs. Mar rocks. 


| M * ſcenic faults and follies laid aſide, 


No widow now, nor diſappointed bride, 
My own plain ſelf I once again reſume ; 
Sent by the author here, to know his doom. 
Would you condemn him ? Do, with all my heart. 
To own the truth, I don't half like my part: 
Through five long acts the butt of ridicule, 

A hard unfeeling heart, a flint, a fool, : 
My daughter's tyrant and my lover's tool; 

I hoped the bitter pill he'd overcome, 

By making up an epilogue ſugar-plum. 

But no !—Madam, ſaid he, take my advice, 

And conquer feelings which are much too nice : 

Fear not to hold the mirror-up to vice. 

We, who paint human characters, muſt ſhew them 
Such as they are; or nobody would know them. 

— ut, fir, the ſex! A woman Very true: 

I'm forry ſo many fat for me, while I drew. 

—Sure! Really, fir—! Nay, don't be angry, madam: 
Both ate the apple, Eve as well as Adam. 

And, while through thick and thin the paſſions goad, 
Nor Eve nor Adam ſtay to pick their road. 

And, as for epilogue, I'll not deſcend 

Bad play by worſe buffoonery to mend. 

—Miker, faid I, you are too wiſe by half; 

Folks don't come here to learn, they come to laugh: 
And, if they chooſe like Hottentots their meat, 

You muſt provide them what they pleaſe to eat. 
Lord, fir! The beauties of proportion never pleaſe 
Such as delight in frippery and frieze ! 

Do we not fee, by man of travell'd taſte 

In open hall on riſing pillar plac'd, 

Griffon or Sphinx th? inſulted eye before; 

While Plato's buſt ſtands hid behind the door? 

But good advice I find is thrown away! 

es, good advice is like a rainy day 
Which though it make our barns and coffers full, 
Is often ſplenetic, and always dull. 

Our 
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Our common cauſe, then, let us fairly truſt 
With thoſe who are to ſenſe and natute juſt. 


To the Audience.) - 


The richeſt ſoil and molt invig'rate ſeed, 

Will here and there infeſted be with weed : 

The gaudy poppy rears its broad bull head 

« Among the wheat, ſomnif*rous dews to ſhed : 

Then, whereſoc'er rank couch-graſs, fern, or tares 

are found, | 

« *Tis yours to hand- weed, horſe-hoe, clear, and till 

the ground.“ | 
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